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ADVERTISEMENT 


TO TAE 


PUBLICK. 


HEN the Fark Mon art tht 
| made its Appearance, at the parti- 
cular Requeſts of ſome of my Acquaintance, 
h who were good-natur'd enough to commend 
the Subject; I ſo little expected Things ſo 
ſerious, as Virtue and Sincerity, to meet 
with a general Approbation; or indeed, ju/t 
then, ſo little heeded whether they did or 
rot, that the following Freface (which I at 
frſt intended ſhould be prefix'd to the Work) 
I threw carekſsly afide, printed but a few 
Books to pleaſe my Friends, and ſent em 
naked into the World, without even a bare 
Apolegy for the Inſufficiency of an imperfeci 
| Muſe: However, as the ſurprizing Suc- 
ceſs it has hitherto met with, and the ex- 
A 2 traor- 


_ Advertiſement, Se. mn 


LIPS Defires of the Publick to ſee it 
again in Print, bas oblig'd me to conſent to 
the publiſhing this Second Edition, I think 
I can db u beſs, thay retqra ſome Achnop- 
ledgments for the Pleaſure I receivd in 
being fo agreeably diſappointed ; and aſſure 
'em this, toithal, that what I have ſince 
added, or," for the future may preſent em 
with, may meet but with the ſame kind 
Treatment, is, the high:f} Ambition of their 


Humble Servant 


12 Chatlotte M Carthy. 
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|[PREFACE, 


Delign'd for the 
Finer EDpiT10N. 


7 E Reader, perhapV, 2oill ba furpris'd 
to find the following little Piece pre- 
ſented to the Pullick under ſo unf. afhionable 


a Tithe, in an Ie, when Stories of Mora 


„ lity, True Tove, gr Vir tue, Are d nb 
1 as the idle Tales of antiquated HMatrons, 
and believ d as little. Du fue Gentleman, 
uou- , Word engage in a Love A 
Fair, were it got for the Cauusnieucy of 
diſengaging themſelves whenever they laas d, 
or be captivated with the Charms, or Nirtue, 
of a beautiful Maid, cau they aat- as rea- 

dily diſreg ard em for the nent they ſaw-—+ 
aud fewer Ladies would preach Morality, 
were they obiig d to live up to the Rules 
they preſcribe.—Virtue world be ſeldom pre- 
tended to, were it not the beft Cloak to con- 
veal Fice c It is probable, that ſome of th 


aar 


— 


— + ll ACS 

narrow-minded Gentry, who have this Way 
of thinking, may conflemn my Subjett, and 
ug bing, ſay, there never was an Emelia, 
er Philander, becauſe they knew em nt, 
at leaſt, them Merits +' But I wrote not to 
pleaſe them, nor can either their Cenſure or 
Applauſe, make me repent the Trouble I 
have taken, or be joyful at the Succeſs---- 
There ars fill ? feto, I bope, wbom J 
would pleaſe, and theſe I doubt not, will 
excuſe my Errors, for the Sake of the Sub- 
ed ;-—where they find Deficiency in Senti- 
ment, or Language, they will, I hope, can- 
dialy remember the Motive, and forgive the 


Inability.2—I confeſs the Characters are of 


my own Invention, for I fear I might bave 
fearch's in Hiſtory Jeng enough, before I 
could have found a Maid to have reſembled 
Emelia, or g Youth fo bonourable as Phi- 


lander; bowever, it is not impoſſible that 


there may haus been ſuch, tho their Story is 
wot made publick ; nor do I in the leaſt think 
my Tale incredible, for even the moſt unlike- 
ly Gircamftances in it, I believe, have had 


. Fheir Parallel in real Life, tho not, per- 


\baps, in the Beau-monde.. The Proteſtion 


of 
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PREFACE 


of Heaven o'er the Innocent, Emelia's Love 
and Friendſpip,---the Fidelity of the Ser- 
vants,---the Libertine reclaim'd-—and the 
miraculous Change of Fortune to reward 
the Virtuous, have, doubtleſs, Precedents to 
ſupport em; but, ſuppoſing they had not, it 
is not my Buſineſs here to deſcribe both Sex, 
as they really are, but as they ought to be; 
and my Entleavours are not ſo much to paint 
Human Virtue, as to mend human Frail- 
ties, an uncomfortable Task, when the Ser- 
mon is deſpis'd, and the Preacher laugh'd, 
at.—If it anſwers the End, I'm ſufficiently 
recompenc'd ; if not, I'm ſufficiently pleas'd 
in knowing my Deſigns were good So, be 
the Reader's Judgment as it will, I can 


ſay, (and can the moft ſucceſsful ſay more? ) 
Tm content. 
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T H E 


Fair Moxarist, 


N a certain City famous for Gallantry, 
dwelt a Gentleman; whoſe. conſiderable 
Fortune and engaging Deporiment ren- 
der'd ſo agreeable to all thoſe who,chuſe 
to poſſeſs the reigning Pleaſures of the Age, at 
the Expence of others, that his Gates were of- 
ten thronged with that faſhionable Part of the 
Town that change Day into Night; nor was 
his Board, ever ungrac'd by N umbers of the 
- bigheſt Rank. 2 

But Satiety ſoon ſucceeded the Loſs of W ealth, 
and as his ſplendid Entertainments decreas'd in 
Number, fo did his Friends, till Experience 
at length taught bim that true Felicity was 
only founded on Virtue and Solitude, and that 
all the glittering Follies of the noiſy World, 
are but Vanity, Diſcontent, and the plain 
Road to Poverty and Deſtruction. Being well 
aſſur d of this (tho not too late) for he had ſtill 
B enough 


2 TheFarinMorRartisT, .' 
enough left to maintain a Cottage, he'bids a- 
dieu to the Deceits of a Court, and betakes 
him to a rural Life. He had one Daughter, 
whoſe Years as yet could not permit her to be 
tainted with the contagious Vices of a City, 
and in whoſe Safety dwelt all his future Hopes 
of Happineſs below, ſince on his Care alone 
depended hers, (being left motherleſs when an 
Infant) he reſolv'd to employ the Remainder 
of his Days in rendering her capable of diſtin- 
guiſhing wherein true Happineſs conſiſts. In 
order ſo to do, he ſought the moſt obſcure but 
pleaſant Retreat; Heaven, as if indulgent to 
his Wiſhes, directed him to one, twas ſmall, 
yet convenient, placed free from Noiſes; ſave 
what were made by the various Sorts of fra- 
thet'd Quiriſters by Day, or that of lonely 
Philomel by Night, whoſe ſolitary Song join'd 
to the hollow Murmurs of the whiſtling Winds, 
yields fitteſt Sounds to ſooth the wakeful Soul 
of Melancholy. Twas fituated in a Valley, 
Nature on one Side had form'd a Grove, which 
ſeem'd as if ſhe had defign'd it a Pattern for 
her Handmaids ever to imitate, never to be 
excell'd. On the other Side run a pleaſant 
Brook, which was ſupply'd by a Stream thay 
deſcended from the Top of an adjacent Moun- 
tain, and form'd in its Fall a natural Caſcade. 
By this Brook the tender Willows had careleſs- 


ly 


The FAIR MORALISsT. F 
Ty twin'd round each other, and made a — 
Arbour, curiouſly placed for the Amuſement 
of Angling, which Philemon much admir'd, 
A Servant next he got to tend the Pair: one, 
and keep his Habitation free from Soil or 
Diſorder. That ſhe might be likely to have 
ſome Fidelity, and little Vice, he choſe her 
amidſt the Cottagers, youthfu}, plain, and 
fimple, her Youth ſecured her from Vice, her 
Homelineſs from Vanity, and her Simplicity 
from Deceit; therefore the fiteſt Companion 
for Emelia, (for that was the Virgin's Name) 
who was now about 13 Yearsof Age, and on whom 
Heaven had beſtow'd all Perfections, both of 
Mind and Perſon. She was beauteous to Ad- 
miration; her Looks mild and ſerene, mix'd 
with a Pleaſantneſs, which render'd her Coun- 
tenance ſo agreeable, that her Smiles alone 
| were ſufficient to have thaw'd the moſt frozen 
| Heart, nor was her Beauty all her Dower, for 


= Heaven had given her a Mind as much ſupe- 
| rior to the reſt of her Sex, as was her Beauty. 
Her Senſe flow'd natural and eaſy, nor was it 
1 blended with what the miſtaken World calls 
t SGenſe; her's was folid, juſt, and profound, 
1 tho” artleſs ; no Flights of bumbaſt Wit, Siſter 


to Folly, but Sentences of Truth, Solidity and 
” Swectneſs, the Product of a Genius, iafpir'd 
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by all that forms the nobler Soul of Virtue, 
That ſhe might the better be inſtructed in the 
Knowledge of that Goddeſs, Philemon had 
provided her a choice Collection of the moſt 
Prectous and edifying Authors, fuch as rightly 
cultivates the Mind, teaches to condemn the 
ambitious World, and ſeek our Happineſs a- 
bore. Yet leaſt theſe, by too frequent uſe, 
ſhou'd become tireſom, be allow'd innocent 
Diverſions ſometimes to take place; he had 
Mufick, which Zmelia underftood to Perfec- 
tion, and much delighted in : another while her 
Flock claim'd her Attendance, and ought be- 
dides, without her preſent Confines, were 
held as worthleſs Trifles, Names which Emelia 
treated with Indifference, Things inconſiſtent 


with Delight and Peace. Thus was our Phi- 


lemon ſatisfied in all his Wiſhes, and his Life 
ſkem'd only now to begin its Date of Pleaſures, 
— But as human Life is like a Shadow, no 


ſooner ſeemingly enjoy d than vaniſh'd, ſo was 
that of Philemor's; for he had ſcarce liv'd thus 
bliſsfully the Space of two Years, cre he found 


Nature beginning to decline, and plainly fore- 


ſaw he muſt no longer hope to partake of the 
tranfitory Joys below. Zmelia, for whole dear 
Sake alone he ſtartled at the Thoughts of ap- 
proach ing Eternity, felt the ſeveteſt Pangs of 
Sorrow, at the bare A pprehenſion of parting 


with 
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The Fair MORALIIST. 5 
with ſo rare and ineſtimable a Jewel; A Pa- 
rent ſo different from thoſe of the preſent Age; 
however, tho' but too ſenſible of the Loſs, the 
endeavour'd to appear compos'd, and with a 
Reſolution uncommon in her Sex, refign'd her 


Happineſs to his, — Philemon was charm'd 


with his Daughter's Conduct on this Occafion, 
tho* well he knew her inward Concern ; for 
altho* ſhe had learn'd thro' his Example to 
bear Misfortunes like a Philoſopher, this was 
a ſevere Blow; and Nature too weak, for; her 
Underſtanding, ſhew'd. its Frailty thro? her 
Viſage. The Roſe forſook her Cheeks, her 
Lips grew pale, her Smiles were forc'd, her 
Flocks thro! her Neglect look'd like herſelf, 
forlorn ; and ſome of the Women. {till appear d 


thro! the Diſguiſe. The unwelcome Hour at 


length drew nigh, and calling Emelia to him, 
he thus began to fortify her againſt the ill Con- 
ſequences of a boundleſs Sorrow, and diſcharge 

the laſt Point of his filial Duty. My deareſt 


Emelia, ſaid the good old Man, you are now 
capable of ſtruggling thro” the fatiguing, and 
precarious Maze of Life, which you muſt here- 

after do without my Guidance; for Heaven is 


pleas'd to call me hence, and requires that you, 
as well as I, ſhou'd chearfully obey its mighty 
Will. I can only at preſent leave you my Ad- 


vice, which I pray the Powers you may follow; 


B 3 in 
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in ſo doing, you will claim their Protection a- 
gainſt all Inſults of Fortune: I know you have 
an Underſtanding uncommon at your Years, 
but truſt not to that, nor venture further than 


your preſent Station, into the deceitful World 
for T have been decetv'd, tho' by ſome accoun- 


ted wiſe. — Here my little All you may ſafely 
ſtill poſſeſs; however, if Time or Accident 


change your Situation, let Reaſon be your 


Guide, and conduct your Steps; for She is 
a ſincere Friend, and will not flatter: Let 
no vain aſpiring hope delude you to a Court, 
for there Peace is a Stranger: Beware of pre- 
tended Friendſhip, that Cloak to Miſchief: 
— Conſide in few, or rather none; yet behave 
obligingly to all: = Think not thy Sex are 
juſt, becauſe thyſelf art fo, but ſhun the 


_ Snares they lay, moro dangerous to fall in, than 


in the Ways of the deceitful Crocodile, which 
weeps at Ruin ere itſelf compleats it: 
Hearken not to Love, for Men are Monſters 
there, and only couft the Glory to undo ʒ 
ſhun em Enelia, as thou woud'ſt thy Fate ; 
their very Looks are Poiſon to the Soul, their 
Words contagious Plagues; and ah! their 
Touch, Emelia, is worſe than Hell deſcrib'd 
with all its Torments! Yet where thou can'ſt 
not help converſing, chooſe thoſe of Senſe, for 
Vice is ſeldom there; and let the Fool be 
ſhun'd 


= - * PR . I 1 1 * a SY Fm, fn 
gn”. 2 ; 28 5.3, - 0 2 * — "wt — 
To . 8 * AS 1 E ICS 


= = 2 —_— N —— 3 - 6 N * 
W 1 e 3 — 3 
% 5 1 5 by 


1.2% 
26 
E * 


«th Tr * A 
"The FAIR MoratisT. '+ 
fhunn'd if thou'd'ſt be happy, I can no more. 
Emelia (for Grief had denied her Tongue 
the Power of Utterance ) let fall a Shower of 
Tears, and with a Bow, attended by a Sigh, 


ſilently, tho' plainly expreſs'd her ſincere De- 
| fign to obey his juſt Commands, whilſt he 


claſping her in his aged Arms, expir'd without 
a Groan or Struggle, for Nature, grown weary, 
laid readily down her Burden. --- The Soul 
who knows to be juſt and grateful, can only 


_ gueſs at poor Emelia's, who after performing 


the ſolemn Rites due to his honourable Clay, 
appear'd fo diſconſolate, that her former A- 
muſements became tireſom; and notwithſtand- 
ing all Doria, her faithful Servant, cou'd fay 


- to diſſuade her from Sorrow, her Grief over. 


came her Reaſon, and the moſt filent Corners 
of the Grove, where Si had forbid his Beams 
to enter, became her darling Walks. Her 
beloved Mufick was forſaken, for the ſlow 


Murmurs of the Brooks, which were often ſup- 


plied by her Tears. Companions ſhe'd have 


none, for even her Lambs were ſhunn'd. Se- 
veral Months paſs'd ſhe thus, overwhelm'd 
with Grief, till Time at length aſſwag'd the 
Tyrant, and ſhe began again to look Enelia; 
tho ſtill ſhe maintain d her Deſire of continuing 
in Solitude; and when the Buſineſs of the Day 
Was over, her fayourite Grove for ſome few 
: Hours 
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Hours receiv'd its welcome Gueſt; for all 


Things there look'd gay when ſhe appear'd. -- 
One Evening, fatal to Emelia, as by the Stream 


ſhe fat, her lovely Head ſupported by her 
Hand, and on her Lap an heavenly Moaliſt, 


| the heard at ſome ſmall Diſtance from her a 


Voice, twas ſoft and complaining; ſhe liſten'd 
more attentively, when the following Words 
came plainly to her Ear. Ah! whether 


| ſhall I fly to ſooth my Pains! Tell me, ye 


Gods, for I am fick with Anguiſhz my 
wretched Soul faints at the Sight of Day, and 


pet when Night approaches, the confcious Stars 
remind me of my Guilt ; the pale-fac'd Moon, 


methinks ſtrives to avotd the little Spot, which 
bears this Lump of Sin, and every Place I 
enter ſeems dark, as is my Fate: Ah! Love, 
why was I born to be a Slave to thee, thou 
worſt of Tyrants ? thy beſt Rewards are Dag- 
gers dipt in Poiſon, to ſting the faithful Heart; 


whilſt the deceitful Traitor partakes thy Joys, 


and wanders ſafe unpuniſh'd : Then who wou'd 
ſerve thee truly? Ah, ſaid I, who? alas we 


cannot help it, there's Magick in thy Sway; 


elſe why poor broken Heart doſt feel rhoſe 


Pangs for cruel falſe Philander ? Has not he 
been a Thief, and robb'd thee of thy only 
Treaſure? Has not he been a Murderer, and 
kilfd thy Peace? Is he not perjur'd too, for 
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The FAIR MoRaAL1sT. 9 
he has ſworn a thouſand thouſand Oaths, and 
broke them all? Yet thou muſt love him ſtills. 
and waſte thy Days and Nights in fruitleſs 
Sighs; filent as Death, forbidden to even 
whiſper out thy Pains, leaſt greater Ruin fall 
and cruſh thee quite, whilſt he can ſmile, and 
revel in Delight, nor drop one Tear at Thought 
of thy undoing. I hate thee for thy Meanneſs, 
— and yet thou ſhalt be brave and ſlight tbe 
Conquetor, or I ſhall tear thee from this 
wretched Boſom, and bid Defiance both 
to him and thee? But ah! I faint. Here ſhe 


ſtop'd, and by the Lowneſs of the Voice at 
theſe Words, Emelia concluded that the Perſon 
' who uttet'd them, muſt in reality be fainting, 
and in Diſtreſs, She apprehended no Harm 
from aſſiſting her, ſince twas plain by the 


Complaint it muſt be a Woman, and of the 
tender Sortz therefore purfuing her natural 
Deſire of doing Good, ſhe immediately haſtend 


towards the Spot from whence the Voice came 3 


where to her Surprize ſhe found a beauteous. 
young Lady, richly, but negligently dreſs'd, 
her Cheeks wet with Tears, her Senſes quite 


oft, and her Head ſupported by the uncouth 


Trunk 'of a uſeleſs Tree. Emelia then re- 
memiber'd her Father's Words, Hearken nbt 


to Love, for Men ate Monſters there: Mon- 
ſters indeed, thought Emelia, if they can 


light 
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flight fo fair a Form as this. She lock ' d upon 


this Paſſion now much more dangerous than 


ſhe at firſt imagin'd it, however, as it was jet 
a Stranger to her, ſhe fancied herſelf ſecure; ſo | 
with a careful Tenderneſs, ſhe rais'd the injur d 
Fair-one from the Ground,. and with a little 


Phial of Spirits, which Emelia generally car- 


ried about her, ſoon brought her to herſelf, 
When the Lady recover'd, ſhe was no leſs | 
furpris'd to behold ſo near her a lovely young 
Sbepherdeſs, one who ſhe fear'd had heard *' 


her unhappy Relation; but as Pmelia was 


an entire Stranger to her View, ſhe hop'd at 
leaſt ſhe knew her not: So addreſſing herſcif 
thus, Bright Nymph, ſaid- ſhe, my Thanks 
were far too little for this timely: Aid, ſor 1 
have long labour'd under this Calamity, and 
- been often told that without immediate Relief, 
. theſe Fits may end in Death; therefore accept 
a2 Trifle for your Care, and may you ne'er have 
Need of ſuch Aſſiſtance. Then tak ing from 
her Purſe a Piece of Gold, which ſhe ſuppoſed, 
by Enelia's Habit, wou'd be a welcome Pre- 
ſent, ſhe preſented it to her as an Acknow- | 
ledgement of the Kindneſs ſhe had receiv'd: 
But Emelia, who diſdain'd to ſerve for Gain, 
. modeſtly refus d her Offer; Madam, reply d 
Egmelia, 1 want no Gold, 'twere nobler Pay 
to know | have done well, than were the Wealtng 


of 4 
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ef: India to reward me; my Services are poor, 


yet they are faithful; the ſordid Slave whoſe 
God is in his Pocket, is bat offic ious to increaſe 
his Store; I wou'd do every Good without 
that View, for L have all I want, nor with I 
more. Melifſa was aſtoniſh'd at this unex- 
pected Anſwer, and look'd upon Emelia. to 
be ſomething more than her Dreſs ſpoke her 
for ſhe had never before met with any thing in 
that Shape, which had:refus'd Favours of ſuch 
a Nature; and gazing earneſtly on ZEmelia, 
Prithee, fair Maid, ſaid ſhe, where do'ſt thou 
dwell, at Foot of yonder Hill, reply'd Zmelia, 
where if thoud'ſt waſte a tedious Hour away, 
Fd ſhew thee Sights, which you perhaps ne'er 
ſaw ; Content more ſafe within them narrow 
Walls, than in the ſtrongeſt Palace of em all; 
plain Honeſty fit dreſs'd in home-ſpun Gray, 
and yet look richer than a Birth- night Dutcheſs, 
when all her Gems are on to grace the Ball; 
and Virtue better pleas'd to view her Wheel, 


than Crowds of Fops expiring at her Feet, — 


Meli ſſa was ſtruck with theſe laſt Words, 
and knew not what to think ; ſhe concluded 
that Emelia's Flocks had never "taught her this, 
and ſhe believ'd by her majeſtick Mein, that 
her Blood was no leſs noble than her Looks: 
She was determin'd to be ſatisfied, and if ſhe 
found it fo, to court her Friendſhip: And is it 
poſſible, ſaid Meli ſſa, to ſee thoſe Rarities ? 

Nothing 
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Nothing more eaſy Madam, anſwer'd Emelia, 
if you will go with me; no thorny Brake, no 
Precipice, or Flood, obſtructs the Paſſage to 
my Habitation; no Walls of Stone ſecures it 
from the Foe, for where no Guilt is, nought 
is to be fear'd ; no Bolts, nor Bars, to keep out 
Thieves by Night; for where no Wealth is 
we can ſleep ſecure. Then taking Meliſſa by 
the Hand, ſhe conducted her to the Cottage 3 
Dori ſſa had juſt ended her daily accuſtom d 
Duty, and neatly plac'd all Things in order for 
her Miſtreſs's Reception, againſt whoſe Return 
The generally ſtrew'd Roſes in the Way, or ſuch 
odoriferous Flowers as the Seaſons produc'd- 
No ſooner had Melifſa enter'd, but Emelia 
plac'd her at the upper End of a little Table, 
on which was ſet a ſmall Repaſt, with ſome 
pleafant Cordials, which Enelia had carefully 
diſtill'd from the moſt precious Herbs, and 
aſſuring Melia that Health and Welcome 
were always preſent at her Board, ſhe perſwa- 
ded her to regale herſelf for once in a Cottage. 
Meli ſſa charm'd with this Treatment, partook 
ſavourily of Bmelia's Fare, and often proteſt- 
ed ſhe never before had feaſted with ſuch 
Pleaſure, The Hours which ſhe had chid for 
their Delay, now ran too ſwiftly on, Darkneſ; 
at length appear'd, and oblig'd her to take her 
Leave for that Night, tho with Regret ; 
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begging Emelia's Permiſſion to viſit her the 
next Day; this Requeſt was readily granted, 
for Emelia pitied her; and as in the Breaſt 
where Pity reigns, Love often enters, being near 
allied, ſo was it now, for Emelia felt a tender 
Regard plac'd in hers for Mali ſſa, ſuch as had 
never before poſſeſs'd it fer any, except her 
aged Parent, Meli ſſa return'd to her Home 
leſs diſcontented than ſhe left it, and judge d 
that the Powers in pity of her Woes, had ſent 
this Goddeſs of Peace to bring ber Conſolation z 
ſhe ſeldom ſlept, and riſing with the Morning, 
ihe thought each Moment an Age, until ſhe 
arriv'd at the Cottage, where ſhe found Emelia 
already rifing, for the Lark and ſhe were ge- 
nerally up together; and after wiſhing a good- 
morrow to each other, Madam, added Emelia. 
you have now ſhewn me a Wonder, which 1 
proteſt I never ſaw before; a fine Lady ready 
dreſs'd, and paying a Viſit at this Hour; what 
bold intruding Thought dare break your Reſt, 
they ſay nothing but Love keeps Maids awake, 
I hope you are free from that:—My deareſt 


Enelia, ſaid Meliſſa with a Sigh, (for Ee- 


lia had inform'd her both of her Name- and 
Family) it were in vain to hide what I ar: but 
too well aflur'd you are no Stranger to, for I 
know you heard in the Grove that Confeſſion 


which my boundleſi Paſſion urged from me, 
C tho? 
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tho' I little knew a Witneſs was ſo nigh ; how- 
erer, be aſſur'd, | apprehend no Irjury to pro- 
ceed from thence, and dare truſt you much 
ſooner than myſelf, for I am loſt, and cannot 
guide my Paſſions —Madam, replied Emelia, 
this is more than I deſerve ; yet ſiuce your pleaſed 
to deal thus frankly with me, be franker ſtill, 
and tell me all your Story; for I could wiſh to 
know this mighty Riddle; what mortal thing 
could be of ſo much Worth, as to deſerve the 
ſmalleſt of your Favours, and yet ſo worthleſs 
as to ſlight you for them. Aeli ſſa could deny | 
her nothing, and whilſt Dori ſſa was preparing 
for their Morning's Entertainment, ſhe ſat her- 
felf down by Emelia, and thus began. | 
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The STORY of 
MELISSA and PHILANDER, | 


'BOUT three Miles from hence, Zmelis, | 
ſtands a ſtately Building, which to be 


Lie you muſt have ſeen, thu” your Curioſity © 
perhaps led you to no further Enquiry ; there 
I dwell with my Brother Theadore, he is a 
.Youth poſſeſs d of every Qualification that 
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renders Mankind good. My aged Parents be- 
ing well afſur'd of his Virtues, and whoſe Dar- 
ling I was, dying about three Years ſince, left 
me, and a large Fortune, to his Management, 
conjuring him, as he hop'd their Bleſſing to at- 
tend him, to be aſſiduous in his Care and Pro- 
tection of me, which Defire he ſaithfully ful- 
fill'd; for his Goodneſs mide up their Loſs, 
and his entire Study was to make me happy 
in all my Wiſhes; nor were they ever exurbl- 
tant, for his Tenderneſs had fo gained my Af- 
fections, that I wiſh'd or defir'd but to pleaſe 
him; all other Study was to me but as the 
indifferent Buſineſs of my Life, that the pecu- 
liar, My Parents badynot long been laid in 
their Graves, when the Fame of this little 
Beauty, or rather Emelia, this large Fortune, 
reach'd the Ears of the neighbouring Quality; 
nay, thoſe of ſeveral Miles diſtance, and Num. 
bers of Admirers arriv'd from all Quarters 
but never being infected with Vanity, 1 look'd 
upon them no otherwiſe than as my Duty to 
my Brother obliged me, to behave with Com- 


plaiſance to all who ſtil'd themſelves his 


Friends or Acquaintance: The indifferent 
Opinion1 had of my own Perſon, the Love I 
bore my Brother, and the Manner I treated my 
Lovers in, aſſur'd Theadore that I ſhould never 
act in any Shape contrary to his Will, or Ap- 
C 2 probation; 
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probation ; therefore he apprehended no Harm 
could proceed from his Correſpondence with fo 
many young Gentlemen as frequently viſited 
us, and tir'd me with their unwelcome Addreſ- 
ſes. Amongſt the reſt was the young and noble 
Philarider, whoſe Father's Honours and Wealth 
he muſt conſequently poſleſs at the Deceaſe of 
that worthy Nobleman. My Brother eſteem'd 
him as his Friend, not a Lover, being both 
educated together, at which time they had 
contracted an inviolable Friendſhip. I muſt 
confeſs I took a particular Pleaſure in conver- 
ſing with Philander, tho' at firſt unlike to 
Love; for he ſeldom mentioned a Word con- 
cerning that Paſſion; gr if he did, it was with 
ſo much Indifference, that I could be both free 
and pleaſant in Philander's Company, without 
that Reſtraint laid on my Words and Actions, 
which I have often been obliged to have, when 
with the reſt. In ſhort, I had no true Felicity 
in Converſation when he was abſent ; if a Sub. 
ject was handled, I generally ſued to him for 
Approbation, and not without Satisfaction; 
for he always gave the Verdict on my Side, but 
fo artfully conceal'd his Partiality, that he 
ſeem'd to prove his Determination from a difin- 
tereſted Opinion: The Diverſions I moſt de- 
lighted in, were his darling Exerciſes, which 
I thought he choſe more thro' Inclination than 
Com- 
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Complaifance, When any trivial Diſpleaſure 
alter'd the Serenity of my Countenance, his 


was clouded; and if the Roſe look'd faded on 


my Check, his too grew pale. Oh! artfel 
Hypocrite! had only Words Enelia, told bis 
Heart, I only had regarded them as Words, 
Words made of Wind, inconſtant as their Pa- 
rent, no ſooner {poke than variſh'd into Air, 
that fans the next white Boſom that it meets: 
*T'was Looks Emelia, Tenderneſs and Sighs, 
Sighs which he often vow'd he could not help, 
and yet he knew not whence the Cauſe pro- 
cecded ; tho' with his Eyes he ſaid they are all 
for you: If cer he led me in a rugged Path» 
his trembling Hand could ſcarce conduct me 
ſafe, when e'er I ſpoke. he anſwer'd with a 
Bluſh, or if by chance I lean'd, (as I hare 


done unthinkingly) upon him, his fainting Soul 


too weak to bear the Burden, diſſolved itſelt 
into an Extaſy; his filenc'd Heart lay mo- 
tionleſs within, and every Senſe ſeem'd loſt as 
thu in Death. Was not this Love in its tranſ. 
parent Form? Who'd think Deceit.could ever 
harbour there? and yet it did, and had its 
wilh'd Effect; for I grew fond, too fond of my 
Undoing, and all my Words and Actions were 
like his; my fympathiſing Soul was ſiek of 
Love, and Peace forſook its former happy 
2 hd Philander ſoon perceived the Con- 

C 3 queſt» 
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queſt, and ſhew'd leſs deſirous of concealing 
his Paſſion from me than before ; tho' my Bro- 
ther was kept an entire Stranger thereto, for 


[Reaſons beſt known to ungrateful Philander. 


Theadore perceived me to grow diſordered, 
careleſs, and far unhke what before I had been; 
however, when he ſollicited to know the Cauſe, 
he was eaſily perſuaded to believe it proceeded 
from ſome little Indiſpofition, fince Nature is 


not always in the ſame Mood. Philander too 


was choſe for the Phyfician, indeed the fitteſt 
one; and when my Brother's Buſineſs obliged. 
him to be abſent, he would defire Philander 
to fupply his Place, and uſe his utmoſt Art to 
drive this melancholy Sickneſs from me; 
one fatal Night, oh! may it never more be 
rang'd in the Account of precious Time, my 
Theadore oblig d to ſtay from home, had left 
the falſe Philander to protect me, untruſty 
Steward ! oh ! violated Friendſhip ! when all 
the Houſe was ſunk into Repoſe, fave only I, 
whom Love had kept awake; Philander 
ſoftly ſtole to my Apartment, told o'er his Love 
again by Tears and Sighs, Sighs which were 
anſwered : oh ! unguarded Hour] ſay feeble 
Virtue, whither flew thee then? for ſure at 
Sight of him thou vaniſh'd; too plain he found 
the Weakneſs of my Sex, fo in his Arms with 
Tranſport graſp'd his Prize; and ah] Pmelia, 

| revel'd 
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revel'd uncontroul'd: Here Floods of Tears 
confeſs'd her real Woe; Enelis too was al- 
moſt taught to love; | 


Forgot her Morals, ſigh'd foe knew nor why, 
And wept to bear Meliſſa Company. 


Ar length, recovering themſelves from this 
Trance of Sorrow, And pray, Meliſſa, faid 
Emelia, was he not true, how did he quit your 
Charms, did he not promiſe to be ever thine 7 
Did he not gratefully reward your Paſſion ; ſay, 
could he look ſo ſweet, and yet be perjur'd ? 
Perhaps you do him wrong? he muſt be juſt ; 
—Ah ! no Emelia, hear the wretched Sequel; 
the Morning peep'd, I bluſh'd to ſee the Day, 
and waſh'd his Boſom with my guilty Tears, 
told him a thouſand Times I was undone; 
whilſt he as many Times invok'd the Heavens 


to witneſs for him, how he lov'd Melzf2 ; that 


nought but Death ſhould ever tear him from 
me, but he had made a Vow, a folemn Vow, 
he'd never marry whilſt his Father liv'd; yet 
ſure my Dear, ſaid he, 'tis all the ſame, thou 
ſhalt be happy, and PII ſtill be thine, my 
Heart's too bleſs'd a Slave to break its Chain, 
and thou Meliſſa ſhalt reign Empreſs there; 
then left a thouſand thouſand tender Kiſſes, 
Pledges of Love, and haſtened from my Arms. 


— But ſoon, Enelia, I perceiy'd the Change, 
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no more he ſtudied to deceive iel iſſa, no more 
his Eyes told tender Tales of Love; no more 
my Touch diſorder'd every Senſe, and now my 
Cheeks grow pale and wan for him, his Looks 
more blooming, his careleſs Tongue ſpeaks 

nothing ſoft to me as once it did, and every | 
Babler that aſſaults my Ear, tells ſome new | 
| Conqueſt made by young Philander.— My 
Brother loves him ſtill, and that diſtracts me, 
for he knows naught of this, and ſtill 'm © 
doom'd to view this dear D:ceiver ; nay, uſe 
f him kindly too, to blind Suſpicion, whilit my 
1 Heart burſts with Angniſh. — Now gueſs, © 
| Enmelia, have I Cauſe to figh, for I have told 
| thee all my Soul's A ffli tions. Call Reaſon ta 
j : thy Aid, reply'd Emelia, ſhe may do much, 
| and calm this mighty Woe; for I confeſs tis 
7 _ great, Here ſhe ceas'd, for Doriſſa had waited 
ſome Time for them in the next Apartment. 
Meliſſa found her Sorrows lighten'd by im- 
parting them, and fail'd not in her frequent 
Viſits to Emelia; and ſweet Emelia pleas d 
with doing good, was never deficient in any 
thing that might prove her Friendſhip: Thus 
were their Souls fo fincerely united, that one 
might ſay two Women once were true. — Ilt 4 
was ſurprizing to behold how ſuddenly Joy ; 
was re · inſtated on Z headore's Viſage, when he 
found this Change in Meli ſſa; for Pleaſantneſss © 
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now began to re- aſſume its former Dominion, 
and each new Interview with Enelia gave 
freſh Tincture to the Roſe, which had fo long 
been faded on her Cheek; that ſweet Viciſſitude 
with which her Eyes fo oft had pointed Darts, 
was now again reviv'd, and every Charm 
look'd brighter than before. Philander, who 
tho' his Love was cold, cou'd not bear the 
Diſhonour of having a Rival, imagin'd this 
Change to proceed from ſome new Conqueſt 


4 ſhe had made, and perſuaded Theadore that 


there was ſome Lover in the Caſe. Theadore 


was willing to purchaſe Happineſs at any Rate 
for Melia; and tho* he adher'd to Philan- 


| der's Opinion, rely'd contentedly on her Con- 
duct, which he believ'd incapable of erring : 


However, he heartily wiſh'd to know her 
Mind, and one Morning when Mia was 
taking Leave, as ſhe generally did ere fhe 
purſu'd her Journey towards the Cottage, 


Z Theadore claſping her affectionately in his 
Arms, began thus with a Smile; my deareſt 
3 Melifa, were not Aurora painted as a Nympb, 
I ſhou'd grow, like unhappy Procreas, jealous, 
and envy her the Favours you beſtow ; ſo fre- 
quent and obſervantly to add new beauties 
her Meads, and ſweeter Odours from thy 
4 ſweeter Breath; or have I done her Wrong, 

and ſome great Deity daily deſcends to woo. 


Meliſſa 
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Mali ſſa there, and claim her Love; for ſure | 
leſs worthy than a Deity, nothing can be that 
thou thus deigns to. honour : — Tis true, my 
Theadore, cry'd Meliſſa, I have had Joys 
which I've conceal'd from you, there is indeed 
a Lover in the Grove, and ſuch a one, as my 
Theadore might think deſerv'd a Share in 
Aeli ſſa's AﬀeRions z one who has taught me 
to be truly happy, ſhew'd me the Path to ever- * 
la ſt ing Peace, and baniſh'd every anxious Care J 
away. — May Angels guard him for fo bleſs'd 
a Deed : But fay Meliſſa, how has your © 
Theadore offended, that you conceal this 
Source of all his Joy; do you imagine I'd e'er 
deny the Name of Brother to ſo much Worth; 
do'ſt think ſo meanly of me? If in thy Breaſt, * 
thou yet retain'ſt one Grain of true Affection, 
bring him ditectly, theſe Arms ſhall be ready 
to embrace his Virtues, and join thy Hands 
for ever: But ſuppoſe, my Theadore, anſwer'd : 
Aeliſſa, that the thing I love ſhou'd be a a 
Cottager, poſſeſsd of nothing but what plain 
Nature gives; no Wealth, no Titles, nought |? 
but Honeſty; no Royal Blood to mix with 
Theadore's, no ſpacious Train to grace out 


nuptial Rites, what may the ill-judgiog World 
infer from this? Fame's falſe Reports, anſwer'd 
Theadore, will have but little Weight with the 


Wile and Juſt ; for they will ſtill affirm, that 1 
. he ? 
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he whoſe Treaſure is in his Mind, 1s richer 
than the walking Mine, who carries all 
his Honours on his Back, and when Fortune 


is pleag'd to diveſt him of them, what is he 
fit for ? Nothing but the Scorn of every ſporting 
Boy, who laughing cries, there goes the Fool, 
that was Fortune's Favourite Yeſterday; to 
Day is more contemptible than the meaneſt 
Slave; his Merit dies with his Authority, but 


: Virtue's ſtill the ſame ; no Change can make 
the virtuous Man deſpis'd, except by Knaves 


and Fools: — I have enough to ſuffice this 


1 mortal Being, nor do I value the Extent of 


narrow-minded Scandal, therefore if thou lov'ſt 


thy Brother, think him no Foe to Virtue, but 
let him ſee this Youth, and call him Friend, 
4 Brother, or any Name that's fitteſt ſor ſuch 
Merit. — Melia, who had ſaid thus much 
only to try Theadore, found him in all Things 


perſect, and wiſh'd the Fates had ſtill pre ſerv'd 
her Honour to bleſs ſome Man like him; ſke 


? thank'd him, and aſſur'd him that the enſuing 
Day ſhou'd fatisfy his Wiſhes, that then he 
2 ſhou'd behold this Youth, whoſe Preſence had 


render'd the Groves more pleaſant than a 


2 Court; ſo with this Promiſe parted, for her 
> Brother's Importunity had waſted Time, and 


ſhe fear d leaſt Enelia ſhou'd think her long 
or guilty of Neglect: Her greateſt Taſk now 
was 
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was to perſuade Emelia to accompany her the 
next Day to her Houſe; for ſhe concluded that | 
if ſhe did not by this Means remove Theadore's 
- Suſpicion, he might judge worſe of her Conduet 
than it really deſerv'd: The Opinion ſhe had 
of Emelia's Friendſhip ſoon remov'd the Dif- 
ficulty, and ſhe did not in the leaſt doubt of 
her complying with this Requeſt ; tho? ſhe had 


lik'd to have fail'd, for Emelia's, foreboding 


Heart felt no Emotions of Joy at the Favours 
conferr'd upon her, and intreated Meli ſſa not to 
urge her to what ſhe fear'd might be fatal to her 


Peate, fince her Father's laſt Words commanded 


her not to venture farther than her preſentStation * 


into the polite World; Alia not expecting 
this Anſwer, told her, that ſhe wou'd conceal 


her Family; and that ſhe thought Enelia 


might confide ſo far in her as to believe both 
herſelf and her Peace ſecure in the Path where 
The was Guide ; and added, that ſhe was now 
convinc'd a Cottage cou'd harbour Inſincerity, 
fince the Refuſal of what muſt make her happy, 
ſhew'd how little that Effect was wiſh'd by 
Emelia. Emelia cou'd not bear to have her 


Sincerity ſuſpected, and conſented to give Proof 
of her Affection at the Expence of her Peace, 


ſo fix d the enſuing Day for this reluctant Viſit. 
This Night paſs'd far unlike Zmelia's former 


ther 
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ether ſaid ſhe, I'd obey him, yet I have 
t promis d now te break my Vow, what can 1 
hope from this, but Miſery, — What Trains 
t 7 of Horrors have | brought about me? — What 
4 Tribes of SpeQres have I rais'd to haunt me;— 
- 'My little Cell no more ſhall harbour Quietneſs 
f Þ 'that blefſed Gueſt, but dreadful Monſters 
1 7 ſhall appear to fright her, and baniſh her 
» away; when my poor Soul wou'd lift herfelfto 
's Heaven, there to converſe and learn from thence 
o ber Wiſdom; hither will Luxury and Ambition 
r 3 come, and Envy too; and Enmity and Strife, 
d Pride and Contempt, with Malice and Hy- 


n pocriſy, Luſt with Revenge, Scandal with 
3 Þ Flattery, and thouſands more ſuch deadly 
al Banes to Virtue, ſhall enter then, and pull hep 
4 dos again, read o'er their Laws till Cuſtom 
h has prevail'd, and made her baſe as they. 
re 1 Oh ! fatal Thought, avert it all ye Powers? 
Let poor Emelia die a thouſand Deaths, rather 
than live to be a Thing like theſe, if 'tisthy Will 
that I muſt bear thoſe Evils, make em juſt 
y © Heaven but as the trueſt Mirrour, to ſhew the 
er Soul's Deformity, and where I fee foul Ble- 
miſhes on theirs, let me examine mine, if there 
© I find the fame, rhen haſte to free it from them; 
it. bo ſhall thoſe Ills be Inſtruments of Good, to 
r me Errors which perhaps before I knew 
not that I had; Oh! bounteous Goodneſs ! 
Xn D all 
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all thou do'ſt is thus; tho' thankleſs Mortals 
oft miſtake thy Meaning, ſo will [ reſt content, 
and hope the beſt. — This Thought mitigated * 
her Grief, and the remaining Part of the 
Night was not ſo difagreeable as the firſt: * 
and Ene lia 
dreſs'd herſelf to accompany Meliſſa; ſne put 
on the plaineſt of her rural Attire, in order if 


Morning at length appear'd, 


poſſible to conceal her Charms, but all in vain ; 


Jokes paſs'd concerning this agreeable Cheat, 


and Theadore confefs'd he now envy'd his Siſter's © j 
Happineſs; Enelia, whoſe Converſation was 
z pleaſing as her Perſon, began to be ſociable, 


3 ba 


for Beauty was more illuſtrated in this Garb, 
no other Gems were there to delude the Gazers 
from thoſe lovely Eyes, whoſe Brightneſs far 
ſurpaſs'd all Imlia s meaner Ornaments : Soon 
as they enter'd the Avenue, which led to the 
Houſe, they were met by Theadore ard Phi- i | 
lander, who with Impatience waited Meli//a's 1 
Return, but was ſurpriz d, inſtead of a Lover 
to behold a Nymph, and in a rural Habit. 
Well Theadore, cry'd Meliſſa with a Smile, 
this is the ue deſcended from above to claim g 
Meliſſa's Heart; and anſwer'd Theadore with i 
an Air of Gallantry, fince he's transform'd into 
ſo fair a Shape, his Love muſt meet Succeſs, ſo 
welcome ove; then taking Emelia by the Hand, 
he led her to a ſumptuous Apartment; ſeveral 
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Ils and never were three Perſons more charm'd 
t, with a Companion, than they were with her. 
d 7 Pzilander's Heart already was inflam'd, his 
1e Thoughts and Words were fill'd with nothing 
: but the lovely Shepherdeſs: — Ah! poor 
ig © Emelia! why did'ſt venture hither ? Muſt 
ut thou at laſt be caught in Cupid's Snare, for 
if thou haſt gaz'd thy little Soul away, and 
13 burn'ſt with Paſſion too for falſe Philander : 
b, Now thou may'ſt home, and try if all thy 
rs Morals can quench this Flame, unhappy lorely 
ar Maid! Yes ſhe return'd, but with a heavy 
on Heart? for none can quell the myſterious Power 
he of Lore; Virtue and Reaſim may reſiſt the 
Charmer, but cannot drive the Image from our 
Soul, till like a Vulture, there it gaaws our 
Peace; nay, oft” our Lives away. Now thou 
* may'ſt aſk why thou did'ſt hear Aeli ſſa, whoſe 
Story firſt deſcrib'd Philander's Charms: and 
E gave thy Love its Birth; — But then thou ſay ſt 
| it ſhew'd his Falſhood way but what of that, 
ito Falſhood increaſes Love, nad the true Lover 
ſo j only is deſpis'd ; thoſe who have felt the Pain 
nd, Enelia felt, can only tell how tedious paſs'd 
ral Ithe Hours, or what ſhe ſaid or did. Drown'd 
at, in her Tears, and ſpent with heaving Sighs, 
rg ſhe thus concludes, I'll never ſee him more: 

a riendſhip. I'll die ere violate thy Laws, 
le b ne er ſhall charge me with that Crime; 
and Virtue ÞIl poſſes thee, tho' in Death; 

a D 2 thus 
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thus neither way Philander can be mine; and | 


fince *tis ſo, P11 never ſee him more, tho* Ab- 
{ence makes my Grave; thus ſhe reſolv'd, but 
vainly thus refoly'd, Philander was too much 
enamour'd to be ſated with a Sight, not all 
the Chains that Fables tell are made in Vulcan's 


Forge, cou'd hold Philander from this new Þ 


found Darling, Oh ! ſweet Variety, Philan- 


ders Heaven? Shall he not ſtill purſue thee, 


pleaſing Joy ? Shall he not hazard all to find. 
thee out? Reſt then Emelia well aſſur'd of 
this, Philander will not quit the Chace ſo 
ſaon, where Beauty, Youth, and Change 
directs the Way. —— Meliſſa now was woo'd, 
ſpecious Deceit, for ſhe alone cou'd bring 
Emelia hither ; promiſe but this, and thou 
ſhalt be ador'd for ſome few Moments; fond: 
believing Fool, he can perſuade thee thou haſt 
all bis Heart, and that he wiſhes but to ſee 
Emelia to learn her Morals, and applaud thy 
Choice in Company. — Oh! Maſter piece; 
ah] credulous Melifſa, how gladly do'ſt thou 
ſeek to be more wretched than thou haſt been- 
She now inceflantly importuned Zmelia to 
repeat her Viſit, but ſhe poſitively refus'd fo to 
do; tho* the Refuſal was to unbind their 
Friendſhip, prectpitately bound, — She at 
firſt invented a thouſand trifling Excuſes to 
evade her Im portunities, leaſt Aeli a ſhou'd 
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gueſs the real Cauſe of her Refuſal. At length 
ſhe had a very ſufficient one, for this uneaſy 
Poſit ion of Mind drove her into a deep Melan- 
choly, which was attended with a violent Fit 
of Vineſs. Meli ſſa's Concern for this Diſaſter 
ſoon ſpoke: the Occafion, and Zheadore and 
Philander were no Strangers to the News of 
Emelia's Iadiſpoſition; the Fates ſeem'd now 
propitious to Philander's Wiſhes, and Ene. 
lia's Ilneſs was a Foundation for his hopes to 
build on. Humanity and Friend{hip now, all 
tells Meli ſſa he muſt bear her Company, to 
Cheer this drooping Maid; and if tis poſſible; 
reſtore her Health; this ſoon was granted as a 
friendly Thought, and they accompany'd 
Meli ſſa to Emelia's Cottage; tho“ Death had 
been the welcomer Gueſt; Enelia ſeem'd 
thankful, and expreſs'd the moſt grateful Ac- 
knowledgments of their Favours. Not a Day 
paſs'd wherein they gave not freſh Inſtances of 
their Affections, or Diligence in the Purſuit of 
every thing which might either procure hep 
Health or Pleaſure, In ſhort, any Perſon 
who wiſh'd. for. laſting. Joys leſs than Emelia 


did, had been moſt happy here; at leaft as 


* happy as a State cou'd make 'em, that promis'd 


Wealth, Love, Friendſhip, every Toy that 
ſooths the vain, ambitious, giddy Fancy, and 


makes Life worth enduring ; but theſe like 


D z Shadows, 
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Shadows, vaniſli ere enjoy'd; and this ſhe f 
knew, ſo built not here her Hopes: Pomp, 


Noiſe, and Show may be the Voice of Death 5 


and Syrens (ing the ſweeter to allure the unwary 
Traveller to meet his Fate, The brighteſt 
Lights appear in darkeſt Sky, and beauteous 
Colours paint the poiſonous Inſet ; however, 
at preſent, Aſſiſtance was timely, and ſhe 
ſoon recover'd from this Fever, tho' that in 
her Mind encreas'd, and as her Strength prew 
more her Peace grew leſs; Grief took its 
Place, and there denied a Vent, like an im pe- 
tuous Wave, whoſe Courſe is ſtop'd by ſome 
obſtructing Rock, returns again, and more 


augments the Flood too great before; but this 


was fooling with Philander's Paſſion, he 
wanted to accolt the Fair alone ; to preſs her 
Hand, to ſwear, ſigh, and deceive without a 
Witneſs; fave the fitteſt Sort for ſuch black 
Deeds, Bats, Owls, ſuch midnight Things of 
dire Portend, who clap their Wings as Tokens 
of Succeſs, when they behold Hell's Executi- 
oners; for our Philander always choſe thoſe 
Seaſons to make his Conqueſts in; nor cou'd 
the Moon behold without a Bluſh, ſuch ſad 
Deſigns, but hid her Face behind the darkeſt 
Cloud, and wept ſuch Drops, as each were 
meant a Deluge to waſh his Stains away, — 
Now fraught with every III, Pþj}ander well 


aſſur'd 
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aſſut'd to meet Succeſs, (for yet he ne'er had 
fail'd ) flew to the Cottage, and with an artful 


Tale call'd forth Dori ſſa, told her he mult 


enter, and ſomewhat of Import communicate, 
from fair Meliſſa to her Friend Emelia; ſhe 


who was conſcious but of Innocence, thought 


novght of Harm, and with officious Haſte - 
open'd the Door, and led him to her Chamber 
Emelia- too truly ſuſpecting the. Occaſion of 
this unſeaſonable Viſit, ordered Doriſſa to re. 
tire; and with a firm Reſolution and ſteady 
Countenance begun thus, ere he ſpoke. —— Well, 
my good Lord Philander, what woud'ſt have? 
Doſt come to ſeek my Life? If fo, 'tis thine, 
ſor now Life is become a Burden to me, or is 
there ought within this little Cottage worth 
thy Demand; if fo, "tis thine again; for like 
a Child grown tir'd of its Play-things, ſo grow 
I tir'd of all worldly Toys; — Or doſt thou ſeek 
for Refuge from ſome Ill; if fo, thou art wel- 
come to Emelia's Cell, for I would ſuccour all 
who were diſtreſs'd, far as my little Fortune 
would permit; nay, would intrude on that to 
ſerve a Friend — Or doſt thou hope to find 


= ſome Injurer; if fo, believe me, none ſhall 


enter here, if known by me to be an Injurer; 


but much I fear no Views fo fair as thoſe, in- 


> duc'd Philander to forſake Repoſe; and thro' 
this gloomy bleak tempeſtuous Night hither 


2 dire& his Way Speak then, my Lord, ſay 


where- 
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wherefore did'ſt thou come? For I am ready 
aim'd to hear thy Tale. This was a Turn ſo 
unexpected, that tho Philander ſeldom uſed © 
to want Words on ſuch Occ-ſions, he was now 


ſtruck dumb, and remain'd ſeveral] Moments 


Glent: At length, recovering his wonted Aſſu- 4 
rance, and falling on his Knees, I am ſorry 


Madam, ſaid he, you miſtake ſo much my 


Meaning; I came not here to ſcek Emelia's 


Life, but to ſurrender mine, por Recompence 
for bold Philander's Fault; nor came I here 
to take thy lit:le Store, for well thou know'ſt 
I do not want for Wealth; nor do I come to 
ſcreen the guilty Wretch, for young Philan. 
der's greateſt Crime 1s Love; or did I hope to 
meet an Injurer, for Angels harbour not with 
Injurers. — | come to offer Life, Wealth, Love, 
and Pleaſure; all that can charm the aſpiring 
Virgin's Soul, and make her great, ſpight of 
pale Envy's Force; inſtead of Cottages to offer 
Courts, inſtead of plain Attire, fair India's 
Gems; inſtead of lonely Hours, Mirth, Joy, 
and Happineſs; inſtead of melancholy Nights, 
a pleafing Conſort that ſhall. adore thee as. a 
Deity. — What woud'ſt thou more my lovely 
charming Maid? Look theſe like Injuries? 
Why then this cold unkind Reception Love? 
Why thoſe ſuſpicious ſtrange myſterious Words? 
What have Idone for todelerve this Treatment 
Or what have I not done to prove my Love? 

| | It 
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y If all the Torments Man can fee] on Earth 
ſo Þ ſpeaks, I have loved, thoſe have felt for thee, 
d and more I'll do; for by yond Heaven I ſwear ; 
w nay by thy ſelf, more dear to me than Heaven 
ts I'll here before thee end this wretched Being, 
- 3 rip up this Boſom, ſhew this perjur'd Heart, 
which thou believ'ſt.- has meant thee Injury; 
then when you fee it bleeding at your Feet, 
perhaps you'll deign to own it once was true; 
* ſo kindly take me with the Train I offer, and 
bid me riſe in Hopes to be forgiven, or tis de- 
creed thou art Philander's Fate: — Then pull- 
ing a Dagger from his Boſom, he preſented 
the Point to his Heart, and ſeem'd to wait as 
4 for an Anſwer. Well done Phijlander, well 
: may Innocence meet baſe Betrayers, when vile 
„ © Perjurers can thus deceive, and look fo fair as 
£ I thee.- What Maid that lov'd as young, Emelia 
f 2 did, andlov'd a Youth ſo charming as Philan- 
ir | der, could ſee the pointed Dagger at his 
s © Breaſt; could hear him tell ſuch dear engaging 
', Þ | Tales, view him all Charms diffolving at her 
6 Peet; the Time, the Place, and every thing 
a2 Conſpiring; no Witneſs nigh to tell her of het 
y Fault; what Maid I ſay, except the fait Ems. 
2 ; lia, would not have raiſed him with tranſport- 
? 
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ing Joy, would not have melted into ſoft Defire, 
7? and given him all a yielding Nymph could 
give. Exalted Virtue here triumphant reign'd ; 
2 Emelia's Soul admits no other Gueſt, tho' 
CY every 
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every Paſſion ruſh'd like Torrents on her, ſhe 
cou'd defy em all pofſeſs'd of thee, Her Reſo— 


lution felt not the leaſt Shock at this Scene; 


ſhe knew Philandzy lov'd the Sweets of Life 


too well to part with em ſo eafily, and this 


ſhe had read was but the common Cant of 
Lovers; fo turning towards him with a dii- 
dainful Smile; F own my Lord, ſaid ſhe, ou 


top your Part, but here 'tis all in vain, go ply 
thoſe Arts to ſome fond fooliſh Girl, ſuch as 
already too ſeverely feels the ſad Effects of thy 


deceitful Paſſion, for there are many do; Sure 
none can ſay, that he whoſe Love meant 
Honour, Truth, or Juſtice, wou'd ſhun the 
Day, and chuſe the diſmal Night to tell what 


Heaven might hear, and Earth approve ; but 
you my Lord, oft” make theſe Sort of Viſits, and 
yet we hear no Talk of lawful Love. — I know 


you well, and I deſpiſe your Arts, tho' Heaven 4 


had form'd you beauteous as itſelf, thy Charms 
were loſt on me, if to Diſhonour; tho' I am 
now an humble Cottager, my Dwelling 
ſmall, my Wealth confin'd to that, and 
my Apparel ſuiting my Degree, it was not 
always ſo; I know of Courts and Courtiers 
Practices, Cold is your King, Ambition is 
your God ; you ſerve no other Power, or Deity ; 
for theſe you'll tan where moſt your Soul ab- 
hors, for theſe you'll pray, for theſe again 
blaſpheme, {wear to this Lord you. honour 
| Church 
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Church and State, and to his Enemy you hate 
em both; for theſe you'll meanly pimp to pleaſe 
your Prince, and for the ſame again you'll ſeek 
his Life ; no Courts for me, where Death lies 
hid in Smiles; no Wealth for me, that can 
produce ſuch Ills; no gay Attire to charm thy 


hated Sex, whom I wou'd fly as deadly Banes 
} to Peace; no Company my Lord, but what I 
7 have, for thoſe have Honeſty and Innocence; 
> Things which are ſeldom found in Palaces, yet 


yields more ſecret Pleaſure to the Mind, than 


1 Crouds of glittering Courtiers in a Ring: Whag 
may we ſay o'er ſome great Lady's Grave? 
* why, there lies ſhe that could command the 
Globe, that held the greateſt Monarch in her 
Chains and in her Arms, on all Occafions gave 
the nobleſt Ball, and made the richeſt Show at 
3 Park or Play ; theſe are her Virtues, theſe her 
4 Sounds of Praiſe, which early vaniſh with her 
Memory, nay, often ſcarce outlive her Funeral; 
the ſtately Monument, miſtaken plac'd, to tell 

her Worth to every paſſing Fool is but an 
* Emblem of her Vanity. When Heaven is 
| | pleas'd to take this meaner Form, and lay it 
equal with its native Earth, may neither Pomp, 


vor Show, nor ſtately Monument offend my 
humble Shade; but let ſome faithful Friend 


U with Heart fincere, fix at my Head a little 
bomel Stone, that may in Characters of Truth 


expreſs 
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expteſs, this was Enelia; and let the Few | 
that knew this ſame Zmelia, ſay there lies ſhe ? 
that cou'd deſpiſe the Globe, and live contented 7 
in alittle Cell; that could prefer the charming 
Sound of Virtue, to a great Monarch's Love 


whiſper'd in Sighs; thought it more Honour to 
relieve the Needy, than to behold a Cæſar at 


her Feaſt : Which bears the nobleſt Characters, 


my Lord, or which in Heaven will hold the 
longeſt Date? for there our every Aion is 
inroll'd; nor Time nor Weather can eraſe that 
Scroll; by that we're doom'd, or Happineſs or 
Woe, ever to be the ſame. Then think, O 
think! how poor a Thing 'twou'd be to rob 
this Maiden of her mighty All ſhe holds ſo 


dear; think on your Blood, your Fame, and 


vaſt Eſtate; loud Honour calls the noble 
.Yonth to Arms; go ſerve your King, go fight 


in Honaur's Cauſe; ſeek out ſome Conqueſt 


worthy of thy ſelf, and leave this fimple Virgin 
to her Fate. Philander, who all this Time 
was fix'd like a Statue motionleſs, now ſtruck 


with Wonder, Shame, Confuſian, and Remorſe, F 


toſe from bis Knees, and bowing he abcy'd, 
without the leaſt Reply. Zmelia's Sorrows 
ended not here, and ſhe concluded that Pil. 
ander meeting this unexpected Repulſe, wou'd 
endeavour thro' Revenge, to compleat his De- 
ſign by Stratagem, Surprize, or ſome unayoid- 
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able Means, for the Principles of this Youth 
ſeem'd to Emelia to be capable of any Villainy; 


and tho' her Eyes were charm'd with his lovely 
Form, her Soul abhor'd his Vices. — In this 
Perplexity of Mind ſhe knew nat how to de- 
termine; one while ſhe's arm'd againſt her 
precious Life, and in the Agonies of wild Deſ- 
pair, reſolves to end that and her Woes toge- 
ther: But then ſhe fears, leaſt Heaven ſhould 
be offended; but Heaven ſaid ſhe, muſt know 


4 that I am . and can it be a Crime to 
© finiſh Pain; No, Jultice bids me ſtrike, ſince 


© I myſelf have brought this Ruin on, tis fit I 
on myſelf revenge the Injury; — But what am 


I, that I ſhou'd ſeek Revenge? 80 poor a 


> Thing as I dare ſeek Revenge, err we not oft? 


againſt the mighty Power? do we not iryure 
daily his Commands in Diſobedience? yet he 


fllill lets us live, ſtill lets us move, ſeeks no 


Revenge, but hears us when we ſue, and helps 
us in Diſtreſs; puts forth his ſteady Hand to 
pull us back rom falling into Gulphs of laſting 
>» Woe, and lead us to new Paths of Happineſs, 
Hand all he aſks us in Return for this, is but the 
Joy to ſee us ſtray no more; this ſure thou 
Knoweſt, then harbour not a Thought that may 
zoffend this Quinteſſence of Goodneſs; let not 
Defpair confute thy Principles, Heaven may 

teſtore thy Peace ah wretched Maid! yet 
: E muſt 
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muſt thou fly this Dwelling, or hope no 
more Protection from that Power, for Goodneſs 
vaniſh'd when Philauder came; if here thou 
ſtayeſt, thou muſt partake his Vices, thou 
muſt conform to that black Demon's Will, 
muſt utter Language foreign to thy Heart, muſt 
play the Hypocrite with Friendſhip too, and 
live a Slare to every lawleſs Paſſion, or Per- 
ſecution haunt thee like a Ghoſt, in dreadful 
Forms, ſpeak every Day new Dangers, ſhew 
thee in Dreams ſome cruel midnight Ruffian, 
whoſe meagre Looks and Fingers dy'd in 
Blood, ſpeaks his {ſad Meſſage, tells thee thou 
muſt die, nor can thy Threats, thy Tears, or 
Innocence, ſoften the Slave ( enur'd to Cruelties) 


to give thee even a Moment to repent, — But 


ah ye Gods! where can Emelia fly? Friends 
ſhe has none, to ſuccour her Diſtrefs, and 
Strangers ſhun the wretched; in dreadful 


Foreſts, bewilder'd, and alone, may not ſome 
Savage Beaſt greedy of Prey, there ſeize the + 


trembling Victim? divide theſe Limbs, drink 
up the reeking Blood? Oh? agonizing Hor- 


ror! how bear'ſt thou this my Soul, will 
nothing fright thee from this darling Virtue ? | 
Why yet thour't calm, and thou coud'ſt freely | 


undergo all this, rather than live to dread the 


Puniſhment of laſting Shame, — But ab! ſap. | 


pole thou meet'ſt inhuman Man, leſs merciful 
than 
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than hungry Savages, may he not there revenge 
| Philander's Cauſe, o'er-power thy wearied 
Frame, reje& thy Grief, and take thy Honour 
| and thy Life together; fo whilſt thou fly'ſt 
| from Evils here at home, thou meet'lt with 

Plagues abroad. — This Thought was worſt 

of all, and form'd to her Imagination all that 
Deſpair or Terror cou'd ſuggeſt, At length 
| ſhe reſolves to change her Name, Apparel, and 
| endeavour to perſonate that Sex ſhe ſo much 
| dreaded ; that by this Means ſhe might un- 
| obſery'd, and perhaps more ſafely wander ſhe 
knew not whither. — In this Chaos of Confu- 
, ſion ſhe remain'd until Morning; when calling 
Dori ſſa to her, and conjuring her by their 
E paſt happy Hours, the Favours ſhe had heap'd,, _ 
and by the love ſhe bore her, to be ſecret; She 
| 
[ 


unfolded the fatal Truth of her preſent un- 
happy State, and withal inform'd her that ſhe 

muſt leave her: This was a heart- breaking 

, 3} Tale for Doria, who liv'd but in her Mil- 
treſs's Preſence ; ſhe wrung her Hands, and 
tore her ſilken Hair, then curs'd the fatal 
Hour that gave her Birth, then wiſh'd thefalſe 
Philander were no more, that Bane of all their 
Joys! But ſure ſweet Miſtreſs, ſaid the faithful 
Maid, I may go with yoa, I may ſhare your 
Fortunes, *twere ſome Relicf to bear thee 
7 Company ; I us'd to think my Toils were well 
4 rewarded, if you but ſmil'd upon my daily 
E 2 Labours, 
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next Morning betimes: She purchas'd, at an 
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Labours, do this then ſtill; Ill aſk no other 
Pay, for this Pll wander with thee any where, 
content with every Thing but thy Diſtreſs; at 
Noon I 11 ſeek thee out the cooleſt Shade, at 
Night the ſofteſt Spot to lay thee on; there 
will I watch thee till the Morning peep, then 


trudge the Foreſts with a chearful haſte, to find 


thee ſomewhat to refreſh thee with; I will do 
every Thing thy Need requires, let me go 
with thee. The Tenderneſs and Goodneſs of 
this faithful Maid drew Tears of Gratitude 
from Emelia, who aſſur'd her that ſhe ſhould 
be glad to embrace this Proffer, and accept of 
her Services in her Diſtreſs, but that it might 
be much better for 'em both that ſhe remain'd 
where ſhe was; and ſtill endeavour'd to im- 
prove the little All they were poſſeſs'd of; 
which Zmelia told her ſhe would willingly 
truſt to her Care, until Time or Providence by 
ſome Means or other, remov'd the Bar that 
then bolted out their Peace; and then perhaps, 
{aid ſhe, we once may lve again. Dori ſſa, 
whoſe Converſation with Emelia had render'd 


capable of judging tolerably well, approv'd of 


this, and conſented (tho' reluctantly) to ſtay 
behind her. The remaining Part of this Day 
Doriſſa was employ'd in getting Apparel for 
her Miſtreſs ; for ſhe intended to ſet out the 
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eaſy Rate from the next Village, a Dreſs which 
ſhe beliey'd would ſuit beſt the Deſign; it was 
a light neat Shepherd's Garment, with Shoes, 
Hoſe and every Thing ſuitable z and fitted as 
exact, as tho the artful Buyer had long been 
{kill'd in this Trade. — Aleli ſſa, according to 
Cuſtom, came that Day to viſit Emelia, who 
ſhe found in all Appearance, as compos'd and 
ſerene, as if her Soul had been one Harmony 
of Peace: Thus was this poor Lady forc'd to 
make a Virtue_of a Vice, and practice that 
Deceit ſhe fo abhorr'd. — This Day they 
diſcours'd on indifferent Subjects, the Evening 
drawing nigh, Meli ſſa roſe to be gone; tho 
as if ſome divine Impulſe had told her of 
Emelia's intended Departure, ſhe ſeem'd leſs: 
willing to leave her now, than ſhe had ever 
been. — At length taking her by the Hand, 
and gazing wiſhtully upon her, with Looks, 
which to Emelia ſeem'd prophetic, deareſt 
Emelia laid ſhe, may all the Bleſſings Hea- 
ven can ſend attend thee, till again we meet: 
Emelig conſcious ef her Deſign, and dubious 
of the Event, bid her in Smiles adieu, whilſt 
her Heart ſwell'd with anguiſh, for Friendſhip 
ne'er created Love more true, than that which 
form'd Meli ſſa's Image firſt, and plac'd it next 
her Soul. Melifſa departed, and Emelis 
retir'd for ſome Time to give alooſe to Sorrow, 
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and indulge that Weakneſs ſhe cou'd not baniſh 
from her. She had not been long in her Cham- 
ber, when Dori ſſa perceiving by her Counte- 
nance, the Agitations of her Mind, thus 
ſhock'd by different Paſſions, interrupted her, 


and aſſuming a Sort of aukward Mirth, fee 


here Madam, faid ſhe, producing the Equip- 
ment ſhe had bought, here's Geer for Ladies; 
by my honeſt Faith 'twill be the rareſt Show 
to ſee thee dreſs'd; thy pretty Lambs which 
now obey thy Call, will know thee not 1n theſe, 
but frighted gaze, as they have done when 
they beheld a Stranger, ſo unfrequented are our 
little Penns, by ought but us. Emelia lik'd 
prodigiouſly Dorifſa's Choice in the Dreſs, 
and ordering her to prepare ſome Supper, ſhe 
fat herſelf down, and ſtrove to be compos'd; 
ſhe eat but little, and haſten'd to Repoſe, that 
ſhe might the better be able the next Day to 
purſue her Journey towards any Way that 
firſt preſented itfelf; for as yet ſhe knew of 
none particular, whither to direct her wanders 
ing Steps. Dori ſſa ( whoſe Concern for her 
dear Miſtreſſes A ffliction, join'd to the Ap- 
prehenſion of her own Loſs, and lonely Situa- 
tion in this unfortunate Separation from the 
beſt of Miſtreſſes and Friends, we may truly 
judge kept her from reſting that Night,) roſe 
before Day, and according to Emelia's Order, 

awaken'd 
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awaken'd her from a profound Sleep, for the 


unhappy Situation her Mind had long been in, 
had at length wearied out her Faculties, and 


jull'd 'em to Repoſe, — It wou'd have been 
a diverting Scene for any Perſon who had no 


Share in their Misfortunes, to have beheld 
"how unhandily ſhe began to drefs, for this was 


Work ſhe little underſtood ; however between 
'em both, ſhe at length appear'd a comple at 


'Youth, her pretty Locks hung down in Ring- 


lets to her ſlender Waſte, nor did young Parts 
when he gave the Prize, look half fo lovely in 
his rural Garb, as this bright Saint, The 
little Hoard which ſhe had long preſerv'd, 
leaſt Want or Sickneſs ſhou'd require Support, 
ſhe now admits again to ſee the Day, and tra- 
vel with her; a ſmall Phial ſhe alſo prepar'd, 
fill'd with a wholeſome Cordial, leaſt her 
Spirits, weaken'd by her Journey, ſhou'd grow 
faint, and want Relief, Thoſe with a few 
Cakes, and a Staff, or Crook to lean on, was 
all her Store or Baggage. — Now having 
nothing more to do, but to take Leave of ber 
long lov'd happy Dwelling, her faithful Ser- 


vant, and her favourite Flock; ſhe betook her 


to a Hill, which ſtood in the Midſt of the 
Meadows ſhe moſt delighted in, and caſting 
her Eyes around, farewel, cry'd ihe, Emelia's 


darling Walks; -- farewel ye beauteous Flowers, 
ak which 
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which bloom'd ſo freſh, as thou wert proud to 
deck Emelia's Plains; — farewel thou pleaſant 
Spring and purling Stream, by whoſe ſweet 
Side Enelia often fat, whilſt her dear Inna- 
cents, her harmleſs Lambs in Gamb Is frolick'd 
round her on the Graſs. — Here reign'd ſhe 
Queen without the Cares of State; her Crown 
of Flowers ſat eaſy on her Brow, her Subjects 
cheerfully obey'd her Law, and {he was great 
without Ambition's Curſe. — Farewel ye 
ſnady Trees, whoſe Branches.— of. methought 
have ſpread at an uncommon Rate, whilit they 
conceal'd Emelia underneath, from the Sun's 
ſcorching Heat, or Winter's Wind; — A long 
Farewel, for I perhaps no more may be fo 
bleſs'd ; no more ſhall ſmile, whilit from my 
liberal Hand my Flocks receive their welcome 
Nouriſhment z — no more ſhall tune my Lute 
to Sounds of Joy; no more ſhall ſing to them 
their Maker's Praiſe, whilſt they attentive 
ſcem'd as pleas'd to hear. — And fare thee well, 
thou faithfulleſt of Servants, pray for thy 


Miſtreſſes Safety and Return; perhaps ſome 


pitying Power who knows thy Truth, will for 
thy Sake avert Emelia's Ill. — Be gentle o'er 
her Flock, he carefnl of them, and let not 
Abſence change thy honeſt Mind, for well I 
know our Sex are prone to change ; be ſtill 
the ſame, be faithful to thy Truſt, and Heaven 
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will graciouſly reward thy Goodneſs: If I no 
more return, my All is thine, thou beſt deſer- 
ving of Emelia's All. Twere paſt the Power 
of Tongue to expreſs the Agony this poor 
Wench was in, what fair Emelia felt, it 
poſſible, was doubled here; and her dejecte d 
Looks was too convincing a Proof of her Sin- 
cerity to leave Room for Suſpicion, So em- 
bracing her affectionately, Emelia departed, 
defiring her to deliver that Day the following 
Letter to Meliſſa, but withal to be ſecret as to 
every other Circumſtance not therein inſerted, 


To my dear Friend ME LIS SA. 
Madam, 

7 ps U will perhaps be ſurprie'd 10 find that * 

Bonds of Friendſhip has had ſo little Influence 

over Emelia, as to permit her to inform you, that 

4 fear we met laſt Night to part for ever, for 

Reaſons tos great even for that ſecret Tie, to 


force me to reveal; yet believe me, the Love 1 


bare Meliſſa was nat the leaſt Occaſim of my 
determining as I have done, never to return to 
my Habitation more, except ſome flrange Event 
as yet unknown ſbou d work a Miracle to bring 
me back. I have begueath d my ſmall Effects to 
Dorifla, who is as great a Stranger to the 
Cauſe of my Departure, as to the Knowledge of 
that diſtant Shore, that may hereafter give 

Emelia 
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Emelia being; if you'd. be happy, "wiſh to know 
no more, than that I am fill your Friend, tho" 


the unfortunate 
EMELIA. 


We ſhall in a proper Place inſert what 
happen'd here in Emelia's Abſence, and only now 
purſue her on her Journey : The Reader may 
conclude ſhe took but little Pleaſure in ſurvey- 
ing the Proſpects, or Beauties of the Countries, 
for ſhe made ſuch good Uſe of her Time, that 


by the Evening ſhe travell'd near 20 Miles 


from her own Habitation; at length being 
heartily tir'd, and faint for want of Support, 
ſhe began to think it high Time to provide 
| ſome Sort of Lodging for that Night; and 
ſpying at the Deſcent of a Hill, a ſorlorn 
Manſion, whoſe Sign gave her Reaſon to be- 


lieve it was a Place of Entertainment for Tra- 
vellers, ſhe makes the beſt of her Way thither, 


nor was ſhe miſtaken, for as ſoon as ſhe enter'd, 
ſhe was met by a jolly elderly Dame, whoſe 
ruby Phyſiognomy gave plain Demonſtrations 
of her Familiarity with the Brandy Bottle, 
with the Smile of an Hypozrite, and Cant of a 
Bawd, dropping a low Courtſy, ſhe defir'd the 
ſuppoſed Youth to walk in; and be ſeated; 
then aſking what he wou'd be pleas'd to have, 
I wou'd have nothing to thy Injury good 

Miltreſs 
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Miſtreſs, ſaid Emelia, but I wou'd purchaſe 
fome Refreſhment of thee, and Lodging for 
this Night, if thou haſt that, or chuſeſt to 
admit a Stranger here; a Lodging thou ſhalt 
have and welcome, tho? I were forc'd to be thy 
Bedfellow, my pretty Youth, ſaid the old Bel- 
dam then chucking her under the Chin, ſhe 
took to her Heels, as tho' ſhe had heard the 
Cry of Fire, and immediately bringing in a 
Bottle of W ine, and pouring out a Glaſs full, 
ſhe drank to the young Man's good Repoſe; 
a mighty kind fort of a Gentlewoman indeed 
thought Emelia, my Parſe will ſoon want 
Supply, if I meet with many ſuch; but ſhe 
was now in a ſtrange Place, and muſt be con- 
tent; ſo thanking the Hoſteſs for her good 
Will, ſhe pledg'd her. To make ſhort of my 
Story, at the Lanlady's Requeſt ſhe ſupp'd 
with the Family. which confiſted of a Land- 
lord. the old Woman, and a pretty innocent 
looking young Wench, which was the Beldam's 
Daughter by a 'former Husband. One mi ght 
ſuppoſe by the manner this Maiden was 
educated in, and by the Looks of the Dam 
which gave her Birth, that her Soul muſt be 
a ſtranger to the ſofter Paſſions of her Sex; 
and yet that little Urchin, who makes no Di- 
ſtinctions, but as the Song ſays, Shoors ar the Pen- 
fant as well as the Beau, was buſy here. Emelia's 
Beauty 
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Beauty had burnt up the groſſer Particles of 
her Breeding, and the purer Compoſit ion now 
began to appear; not a Court Lady of 'em all 
breath'd Sighs more tender, or darted keener 
Lightning from her Eyes; the damaſk Roſe 
look'd faded to her Bluſh, a purer Dye o'er 
ſpread her comely Cheek, unlike the ruddy 
Tincture, which before hag ſettled there; her 
Voice grew ſoft, her Eyes were languiſhing, 
and every Senſe in Concert ſeem'd to Join 
Love's pleafing Harmony. — But theſe were 
loft, not being underſtood , or if they were, 
no Recompence was there, to gratify a longing | 
Maid's Defire: Emelia's Thoughts were other- 
wiſe employ'd, ſo much, ſhe nc'er perceiv'd the 
Nympbs Confuſion, or this perhaps had forc'd 
a merry Smile, and drove for ſome ſmaH Time 
dull Care away, During Supper Time the 
old Devil entertain'd her, with an Account of 
ſeveral Robberies which had happen'd on that 
Road for ſome Time paſt, and how dangerous 
it was to travel alone; eſpecially if the 
Perſons had any Charge of Money or Things m 
of Value about em; and how cam'ſt thou, my a1 
pretty Lad, ſaid ſhe, to travel thus alone? w 
Money thou haſt no doubt, perhaps to pay for T 
thofe whoſe Flocks thou art intruſted with. $] 
 Emelia, who little miſtruſted her Heart, told D 
them her Name was Vileria, (which was the th 
; Name 
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Name of one of Dori ſſa's Brothers,) and that 
ſhe was not then belonging to any Family, for 
ſhe had quitted her Maſter to Travel to ſee 
ſome Relations, which liv'd far down the Coun- 
try; that ſhe had a ſmall Sum of Money with 
her to bear her Charges; and that ſhe beliey'd 
none wou'd be ſo cruel as to deprive her of that, 
or do her Injury; fince added ſhe, the Life 
of a trifing Boy wou'd but augment their 
Crimes, and not encreaſe their Store; and 
what | have, wou'd ſcarce procure one Feaſt to 
feed voluptuous Gluttony, ſo hope myſelf ſe- 
cure, — I hope thou art, my Chick ſaid the, 
ſo changing the Diſcourſe, and Emelia com- 
plaining of being tir'd, they conducted her to 
a Bed. Being very well pleas'd with her 
Lodging, the Room, Bed, and every Thing 
tolerably neat, ſhe bid them a good Night, 
and faſtening the Door, baſten'd to repoſe ; She 
had not been long in Bed, when ſhe heard the 
Noiſe of ſeveral Horſes in the Yard before the 
Houſe, and a confus'd Sort of Whiſpering a- 
mongit ſome People; but as it was an Inn, 
and likely to be Travellers like herſelf, which 
were benighted, ſhe gave herſelf no farther 
Ttouble about them, but ſoon fell into a ſound 
Sleep; here ſlept ſhe ſome Hours, when in the 
Dead of the Night ſhe thought ſhe felt ſome- 
thing ſtir her, and heard a Voice cry, wake 
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Vileria, wake thou lovely Youth, or thou art 
doom'd to fl: ep to wake no more: She believ'd 
it at firſt to be a D.cam, and the Product of a 
diſturb'd Mind, but coming a little more to 
herſelf ſhe lcok'd up, when to her Surprile ſlie 
beheld ſome - body at her Bedſide, ſhe was 
about to ſcream out, when the Perſon begg'd 
ſhe wou'd be filent and rife : At length looking 
earneſtly, ſhe perceiv'd it to be the young Maid 
ſhe ſaw at Supper, and enquiring how ſhe came 
there, the Door being lock'd, ſhe anſwer'd, 
no Locks cou'd keep out Love, that brought 


me here to fave V/ileria's Life, that gave me 
Wings, and I can fly with him; O! gentle 


Youth, forgive a tender Maid, nought but thy 
Safety cou'd have made me own how much my 
Soul is wedded to thy Beauty; I ſaw thee, I 
ador'd, and fought thy Safety: If theſe are 
Crimes, forgive me pitying Heaven, for I muſt 


ſtill offend and tell Yileria, if bere thou ſtay'ſt, | 
thy Life will end with mine, for I muſt be no | 


more when thou art ſo; theſe Parents, or theſe 
Devils which | ſerve are Robbers, Murderers, 


ate every Thing that's wicked, baſe, inhuman, | 


and abandon'd. Long bas my Soul abhorr'd 
their Practſes. and bled to ſee the injur'd In- 
nocents fall Victims to their Prey, but knew 
no means to free it from their Hell, till Love 
inſpir'd the Thought, and gave me Courage; 
with 
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with thee I'll fly, and plunder both theſe Friends» 


no harm to take from them what is not theirs ; 
we in ſome diſtant Place may ſafe reſide; nor 
will they dare to ſeek us, leaſt their Lives 


- ſhou'd juſtly pay the Debt they long have 


ow'd ; reward but this with Love, and I am 
bleſs'd ; then pulling the Hangings aſide, ſhe 
ſhew'd a Door which enter'd the Chamber, 
alſo a Trap, which ſhe lifted up, and diſco- 
rer'd the Remains of ſeveral murder'd Perſons, 
which had been ſtrip'd, and thrown there: 
This was a Scene of Horror for Emelia's tender 
Sight; and hardly being able, with the Fright, 
to ſpeak, ſhe trembling thank'd the Maid for 
her Goodneſs, but repreſented to her the Dan- 
ger they might be in, if found together, which 
poſſibly they might be, ere they had got far 
enough to be ſecure; but withal aſſur'd her 
that this Generoſity and Goodneſs had made 
her fo dear to her, that ſhe would ever Jove and 
adore the Preſerver of her Life, and would 
cintrive in a very little Time to fafely free her 
from the Tyrants Clutches. And as a Proof of 
her Affection, Emelia preſented her with a 
little Ring, which ſhe was uſed to wear, and 
which was dearer to the Girl than Diamonds 
to the Miter: She in Return gave Enelia one 
of much more Value ; the Spoil of ſome poor 
Wretch, who there perhaps had loſt that and 
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his Life together. She alſo furniſh'd her ſup- 
poſed Lover with ſeveral Pieces of Gold» 
which ſhe ſaid he might have Occaſion for in 
the Purſuit of his Deſign. Then conducting 
her ſafely thro' the Houſe, and over the adja- 
cent Meadows, after a thouſand Embraces and 
Promiſes of Truth, ſhe left the poor diſconſo- 
late Emelia in the loneſome Fields, to bewail 
her forlorn State. The dead Time of the 
Night, the Paths unknown, and the Terror 
the was ſtruck with at the Sight ſhe had ſen, 
all combin'd to terrify her almoſt to death: 
She flew from every Buſh, as from ſome Mur- 
derer ; each Breath of Wind ſhe thought ſome 
Combination againſt her Life; the Shadows 
of the Trees were dreadful Spectres, the Ghoſts 
perhaps thought ſhe of thoſe poor Souls I ſaw 
lay murder'd there? O! that I could revenge 
thy Injuries, but I am helpleſs, and as loſt as 
thee: The Fright had almoſt turn'd her Brain, 
when to her great Joy ſhe perceiv'd approach- 
ing near her a Lad, whoſe ſweet Countenance 
and tender Years ſpoke nought but Innocence, 
his Glimpſe of Comfort gave her ſome 
Courage, and enquiring of the Lad how far to 
the next Town ; he with an obliging Voice and 
courteous Bow, profer'd his Service to conduct 
her thither, for the Way ſaid he is dangerous 
for Strangers, and I have long inhabited thoſe 
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Parts. This was a Happineſs ſhe little ex- 
pected, and promiſing to reward him for his 
Trouble, they cheerfully march'd on together; 
it was Noon: light, ſo that ſhe could plainly 
diſcern the Countries as they paſs'd, and the 
Boy endeavour'd to entertain her with the 
Names, Fortunes, and Diſpoſitions of the In. 
habitants, whoſe Seats they perceiv'd at ſome 
Diſtance from them. = Yonder, ſaid he, dwells 
a Lord, whoſe large Poſſe ſſions ſcarce has any 
End, ard yet he's poor, would not one think 
it ſtrange ? the Famiſh'd there go hungry awar; 
the Thirſty dry; nor can his narrow Soul af 
ford to pay the Labourer his Hire, but carefully 
himſelf his Lands prepares, attends his Ploughs 
and ſlaves to get his Bread: And on that other 
Side lives one whoſe Fate has made as poor as 
is the other's Heart, and yet he's great amidſt 
his Poverty; his Feaſts conſiſting of his home- 
ly Fare, are free to all; and not a King that 
reigns o'er Aſia's Wide, could better weild a 
Scepter than himſelf. In yonder Valley dwells 
Divinity, who tells ye taſting is the Way to 
Heaven, and yet ſo boundleſs is his Gluttony, 
his Pariſlioners with meagre Looks appear, 
whilſt his huge Tun a moving Mountain ſeems; 
tells ye Adultery is a crying Sin, yet half the 
Brats in Town might call him Sire, There 
lives a Man, who marry'd cauſe he loved, and 
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ever ſince has hated cauſe he's marry'd. By 
vonder Meadow's Side thou ſee'ſt a Houſe, 
there dwells a Lawyer of an honeſt Fame, who 
many Years had had a Suit in Hand, ſpent all 
his wretched Client's dear bought Wealth, then 
found that he was poor, and drop'd the Cauſe. 
Do'ft thou not ſee yon ſtately Building there ? 
there dwells a Uſurer, who has damn'd his 
Soul by hoarding Riches at the Poor's Ex- 
e; yet will he rail at needy Wretchedneſs, 
and talk of Titles, Equipage, and Courts, as 
tho' himſelf had been of Ce/ar's Race. The 
next to that abides a worthy Knight, in whoſe 
Creation bounteous Nature gave but every 
Charm that might inſpire Delight, and melt 
the coldeſt Nymph to ſoft Deſire; yet his good 
Lady, in his Footman's Arms, 1s now a plant- 
ing Horns upon his Brow. Many ſuch Things 
as theſe could I relate, but that the Day ſaid 
he, begins to break, and I muſt now obey my 
Maſter's Law, whoſe Goodneſs claims Subſer- 
vance to his Will, and renders all his Servants 
truly bleſs'd. —Emelia, who was amaz'd, and 
yet charm'd to hear a Boy fo young talk fo 


profoundly, was about to aſk him where was 
his Abode, or who this ſo very kind Maſte: 
was, when on a ſudden ſhe heard him ſay, 
Towards yonder Town, Emelia, haſte thy 
Way, preſerve thy Virtue ſtill, and fear no 
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Harm; him whom thou ſery'ſt © juſt will be 
thy Guide, farewell. She was aſtoniſh'd to 
think how the Boy came to know her Name, 
and turning haſtily to look on him, ſhe to her 
great Surprize ſaw nothing but a clear bright 
Light, which waſted ſlowly o'er the Meadows, 
and dilappear'd.—If Emelia had matter of 
Wonder and Surprize before, now was ſhe over- 
ſtor'd ; this was an Incident ſo ſtrange, that all 
others were now forgot, and this alone fill'd 
every Cranny of her Mind, A while ſhe 
ſtop'd, and fix'd towards Heaven her Eyes, 
nor was it Fear, but Joy that fill'd her Soul; 
preſerve thy Virtue ſtil}, was it not ſo? And 
ſo Emelia ſhall; then may ſhe hope thou'lt 
keep thy honeſt Word, and guard her ſtill from 
harm. That Night ſhe pitch'd her Tent at 
an honeſt old Country Vicar's, where ſhe was 
entertain'd as Fables ſay, the Gods were by 
the Country Pair. The good old Man, who 
degenerated from the reſt of his Fraternity, was 
almoſt worn out in the diligent Attendance on 
his Duty, and took a Pleaſure in doing Acts 
of Hoſpitality; the Dame who was ſeveral 
Years younger than her Lord, and tolerable 
likely, was free, affable, and good-natur'd ; 
but as Nature has generally ſome Frailty, and 
her Husband's Age denying him the Power of 
gratifying her youthful Inclinations, ſhe like 

— 2 


56 The FAIR MoRALI1ST. 


a true Woman, ſought other Means; and fre- 
quently correſponded with a neighbouring 
Squire, who had inſinuated himſelf into the 
old Gentleman's good Graces, by frequent 
Acts of Generoſity; their Conditions were 
much on a Parr, for his avaric:ous Parents had 
coupled him to a decrepit feeble old Wretch, 
who had no Charm but a ſwinging Bag of Dei- 
ties, which ſhe all her Life had worſhipped, 
till the ſecond Dotage allured her to beſtow 
them on a vigorous young Bedtellow, who knew 
their right Uſe, and took Care they ſhould no 
longer remain idle. The old Man was prodi- 
giouſty pleaſed with Vileria, and underſtand- 
ing that he would be glad of a peaceful honeſt 
Livelihood, ſeemed very defirous of ſerving 
him; nor did the Woman expreſs leſs good 
Will on this Occaſion ; ſhe looked upon him 
to be an innocent, diligent, horeſt Youth, and 
therefore the fitteſt Lackey for her Squire, who 


then was in great need of ſuch a one, She 
communicated this to her Husband, who well 


approved the Thought, and riſing early in the 
Morning, he bedizen'd himſelf in his Holy- 
day Band and Guwn, to conduct Vileria to the 
Squire, who needed no other Recommendation 
than his Neighbour's good Opinion; and rea- 
dily received him into his Service. The Shep- 
herds Garment now was thrown afide, and he 
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was dreſs'd in Green with Lace of Gold, Lin- 
nen of Lawn, and every thing compleat. How 
ſweet it is to be the thing admired for Virtue, 
Honeſty, for every Charm; fo was Fzeria, all 
adored this Youth; no more his Maſter's 
Lackey, but his Friend, Companion, Confſi- 
dent, nay, Counſellor; ſo young, ſo wiſe, was 
the Diſcourſe of all who heard him nam'd: 
The Nymphs with Love, the Swains with En- 
vy burn'd ; he led the Dance, he bid the faireſt 
Gueſts, he ſung the ſofteſt Notes, he tun'd 
the Strings, when Love and Sweetneſs were to 
be the Sounds, The Nymphs confeſs d him 
Monarch of the Plains, Vileria's Name was 
cary'd on every Tree; the ſweeteſt Flowers 
were pluck'd to deck his Breaſt, the fineſt Gar- 
lands were beſtowed on him; thus each her 
Fellow ſtriving to outvie in K indneſſes; whilſt 
the deſerving, well · be ſeeming Youth repaid em 
all alike in Courteſy; none could her Siſter's 
Happineſs proclaim, nor none could ſay Yile- 
ria was unkind ; for her who ſung, he Sonnets 
would indite ; for her who play'd he prick'd 
the neweſt Changes, for who lov'd the Dance 
he choſe a Ball; for her who manlier Paſtimes 
did purſue, he train'd the Hawk; he ſtrung 
the, fair one's Bow; and for the Nymph whoſe 
Dreſs was her Delight, he fancy'd where to 
place_the richeſt Plumes. Thus did the Youth 

behave 
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behave thro* every Scene, delighting ſtill to 
pleaſe, and be admir'd. Our good Vicar was 


not a little charm'd with Vileria's Succeſs, 


fince recommended by him; and we may juſtly 


Judge thar grateful Vileria let flip no Oppor- 


tunity that offer'd, to, make the good Couple 
Amends for the Kindneſs they had done him. 
Few Days paſs'd wherein he was not employ'd 
in carrying Meſſages, or Preſents from his 
Maſter, which were generally doubled by the 
* thankful Youth, and delivered with ſo many 
Acknowledgments, and in ſo obliging and 
charming a Manner, as render'd the Sight of 
the Giver much dearer, and more acceptable 
than the Gift, He was an utter Stranger to the 
Amour between his Maſter and this friendly 
Dame, who he look'd upon now as a Mother, 
and a fincere Friend ; and concluded that this 
Genercfity of the *Squire's proceeded from a 
juſt Eſteem for the good Man's Virtues, fill 
one Night his Maſter] having had Intelligence 
that the old Man was gone ſome Miles diſtant 
to viſit a fick Relation, and that it was im- 
poſſible he could return before Morning; he 
takes Vileria to accompany him, and haſtens 
to revel uncontroul'd in the Arms of his beloved 
Charmer, who was always ready at ſuch Op- 
portunities to embrace her wiſhing Lover : 
They ſay ſtolen Joys are ſweet, and as we take 
| the 
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the oreateſt Pleaſure in what is moſt denied us, 
ſo did this Pair; for they no ſooner met but 
embrac'd, no — embrac'd but the glowing 
Paſſion too violent fir Delay, demanded great. 
er Proofs of its Force, and the amorous Couple 
haſtened to fill with Diſhonour that Bed where 
lawful Endearments only were defign'd, or 
ought to enter, —They had not long been 
claſp'd in the Folds of Love, when the. old 
Man, whoſe Infirmity obliged him to return, 
ere he had half reach'd his Journey's End, 
knock'd aloud at the Door: Yileria who was 
in the Kitchen, and too truly fear'd what was 
doing above, was no leſs ſurpriz'd than they; 
his Heart bled for. his Beneſactor, yet be 
dreaded the Conſequence of the Diſcovery, 
ſince he concluded that the Knowledge of the 
Theft might be more fatal to the gaod Man's 
Peace, than the Loſs, if never known ; How- 
ever, not being able to determine what could 
be dore, he pretended to be aſleep, and left 
them to contrive themſelves how ta come off, 
which he doubted not but they would do, Gace 
a vicious Woman's Invention is never at a Loſs 
for Contriyance or Excuſe, nor was he deceiy 'd, 
for the Woman tun immediately down in her 
Gown looſely ſlipp'd on, and opening the 
Door; O! my dear, ſaid ſhe, are ye come, 
for Heavens Sake make no Noiſe, but ente, 
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ſoftly in, who think you's in your Bed? The 
»Squire's Niece, who fifty Miles has come to 
ſee her Uncle; and ſhe, poor Soul, almoſt fa- 
tigu'd to death, was taken ill ere ſhe had 
reach'd the Houſe ; and he good Man, who 
always honours us, knowing our Care, and our 
Affection for him, has ſent her here, till ſhe 
recovers Strength, that we with wholeſome 
Herbs, and holy Prayer, may ſeek the Means 
for to reſtore her Health: Alas! poor Lady, 
ſaid the good old Man, thy Uncle's not mi- 
ſtaken in our Love, for if the Drops that feed 
this aged Heart could be of Moment to thy 
Health dr Safety, as free as c'er they flow'd 
fiom Vein to Vein, when warm'd by youthſul 
Strength and manly Vigour, ſo free this Mo- 
ment ſhould they fill thy Cup, if with the Gift 
I purchas'd Peace for him: Then deſiring his 
Wife to bring his Book and Spectac les, he 
haſtens towards the Chamber, in order to read 
the Prayers for the Sick, over the Lady in Bed, 
wholiſt'ning to the Diſcourſe, immediately ſlipt 
on a Pair, of Pinners that was pinn'd to the 
Curtain, and with a Puritan Countenance lay 
fill. The Woman intreated her Hausband to 
deſiſt, ſwearing he ſhou'd not enter, for that 
the Gentlewoman was juſt then in a Doze, and 
that it might frighten her to Death, to ſee his 
Dreſs and Book at that dead Seafon approach 
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her Chamber like a frightful Vifion. I care 
not what thou ſay'ſt good Wife, ſaid he, ſup- 
poſe ſhe dies before Tomorrow's Daun, how 
ſhall I anſwer for my foul Neglect? What 
ſhall I fay to him who knows all Truth? I 
cannot lye, or ſwear I was not here; I cannot 
ſay I knew not of her Illneſs ; a fine Excuſe to 
make the Judge of Judges, ſhe was afleep, fo 
ſhall I ſleep for that. No, good my Dame, 
tho' well I know thy Care, I knew thou 
wou'd'ſt not have her Peace diſturbd; thou 
but conſults her mortal Moments here, but 
there are greater Cares with me in Charge . 

her Soul is not aſleep, 'tis that I pray for; 10 
get the hence, for I'm refolv'd to do my Duty 
{ure, ſo ſhall I hope my Pay from him who 
ne' er forgets the faithful Servant. Then puſhing 
his Wife afide, and calling YVileria to follow 
him, he enters the Chamber. Vileria, whoſe 
Soul felt the ſevereſt Shock at the Thought of 
this double Villany, and ungrateful Impoſition, 
cou'd notwithſtanding ſcarce help ſmiling at 
the Oddneſs of this Scene: However, his Ter- 
ror which ſoon return'd, and ſhew'd itſelf thro”. 
bis Viſage, was readily taken by the deceiv'd 
Vicar for Grief, who much applauded his 
good Nature and Fidelity ; and aſſurd him not- 
hing ſhou'd be wanting to mitigate the Sorrow 
which he believ'd all the Family felt on this Oc- 
caſion ? the Wife ſoon follow d 'em in, trembling 
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with the Book in her Hand, but told him that ſhe 
had had a great Misfortune happen'd that Day; 
ſar the wicked Cat, unmindſul of the Reſpect 
due to that ſacred Book, had thrown it off the 
Window, and with the Fall, broke the ſo long 
' valued Spctacles, for ſhe refolv'd he ſhou'd 
then have no other Proſpectives than Nature 
had given him, which were now grown fo dim, 
he cou'd ſcarce diſcern any Thing; however, 
he had not ferv'd ſo long an Apprenticeſhip in 
the Study of his Duty, but he cou'd readily 
perform his preſent: Taſk without the help of 
a Book ; therefore admoniiſhing his Wife, and 
deſiring her not to let ſuch T'rifles as thoſe 
diſturb her Quiet, he repeated the Prayers 
proper for the Occaſion, and commending the 
Lady (who all this Time he belier'd to be 
| aſleep) to his Wife's Care, he haſten'd to his 
next Neighbour's, to paſs the remaining Part of 
the Night, and left the Couple more freely to 
indulge their lawleſs Paſſion, and laugh at the 
Credulity of the poor decciv'd honeſt Country 
Vicar. Soon as the Morning peep'd they de- 
parted, and no doubt but the Woman found 
proper Excuſes to make her Husband, for the 
ſudden Departure of her new Gueſts. Vileria 
indeed departed, but not as uſual, for thefe 
Sort of Vifits were far from being agrecable to 
his honeſt Mind; he grew dull and perplex'd, 
declin' d bis furwer Officioufneſs in ſerving, that 
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Pair, invented a thouſand Excuſes to keep him 
from carrying frequent Meſſages, as formerly 
he had done; inſomuch, that his Maſter ſoom 
perceiv'd the utter Abhortence he had for 
Crimes of this Nature. The Duty which be- 
fore he took Delight in performing, he now 
makes a Slavery, as believing it a Fault to ſerte 
one, who he look d upon as an entire Foe to 
Virtue, a Practicer of Ingratitude, Deceit, 
Adultry, and in ſhort, every Thing contrary 
to the Principles, with which his innocent Soul 
thought that Man to be endow'd. This was 
won pereetv'd,. and our beloyed Page was no 
longer confided in, our Maſter con'd now make 
his Viſits alone, cou'd ſtem diſpleas'd at what 
he before applauded ; and (perhaps too con- 
ſcious of his Guilt ) ſhunn'd every thing that 
introduc'd an Interview with that once lov'd - 
favourite Youth; yet choſe not to diſmiſs him, 
leaſt Revenge, join'd: to a natural Deteſtation 
of Vice, might perſuade the Lad to expoſe his 
Failings ; for tho' he was guilty of this Fault, 
he was eſteem'd in the Country as a Gentleman 
who liv'd up to the ſtricteſt Rules of Honour 
and Juſtice, We may eafily conclude what 
follow'd from the changing the Scene, for poor 
Vilerai's liitle imperfect Happineſs was now all 
vaniſh'd ; no more with Joy he fills the liſtning 
Throng, no more he tun'd the happy Damſels 
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Lyre, but all alone in penſive Silence fat, call'd 
back old Time, and meditates on Fate, then 
follows the old Wizard to his Period; at 
length finds nothing in this Maze of Life, but 
one uncertain, ſuperſtitious Dream; ſcarce 
worth remembring, little worth his Care ; this 
Thought alone the Sum of all his Bliſs, that 
he at length muſt wake, perhaps to Peace: O! 
wretched State! unhappy mortal Man! how 
proudly daſt thou lord it over all, yet art thy- 
felf more abject than thy Slaves? Miſtaken 
Empire; *tis thy Wretchedneſs ſecures thy 
Freedom, and proclaims thy Safety; the very 
Herd, which with a Look thou au'ſt, diſ- 
dains Contention with ſo mean a Foe, elſe 
wou'd they ſhew how poor a 'Thing thou art» 
how much ſuperior they in Happineſs; for 
they can love, enjoy, and ſtill go on, nor 
mourn the ſad Effects of ſated Paſſton, nor 
dread the Clamours of the cenſuring World; 
can view Ambition ſoaring to the Skies, nor 
form a Wiſh to be that bufy Thing that looks 
ſo great. The chiefeſt Bleſſings they in Life - 
enjoy, to Life's laſt Period know they nought 
of Change, in ſeeking nothing, ſure of finding 
all; whilit thy whole Life is one continued 
Chace, Ambition ſets thee on to hunt for Joys, 
which farther fly as ſwifter you purſue ; o'er 
Scas of Dangers, Gulphs of black Deſpair 


o'er, 


The FAIR Mo RAILIST. 65 


o're Rocks of bat:er'd Hopes, and Lands of 
Tortures, to Reſt a Stranger, Peace an Enemy, 
ſtill on thou jog'ſt to find this mighty Nothing; 
Or if by chance thou graſp the glitering Toy, 
ere thon can't gaze upon it, call it thine, or 
preſs the darling Treaſure to thy Boſom, 'tis 
fl:d *tis gone, tis vaniſh'd, unenjoy' d, and thou 
remain ſt the ſame unhappy Thing, certain of 
nothing but Uncertainty : Thus did the heaven- 
ly Charmer ſweetly reaſon, who knew full wel 
the Date of mortal Joys, ſo ſought 'em not; 
However, Reflection begat Melancholy, and 
neglecting his former. Amuſements, he con- 
tinu'd more at Home than before he had been 
wont to do; this was attended with a new Evil, 
and the Father of Miſchief, whoſe peculiar 
Study is to torment the Minds of the Virtuous, 
had no moſt dexterouſly put it into the 
Head of the old Beldam his Miſtreſs, to fall 
violently in Love with the young Page ; ſhe 
let ſlip no Opportunity to inform him of her 
Paſſion, as alſo the Advantage that might be 
made by it: She aſſar'd him that until ſhe bo- 
held his Charms, her Heart was an intire 
Stranger to the tender Paſſion, and that fince 
he was the only Perſon, who in the World 
cou'd make her happy, fo he was the only 
Perſon that ſhe ſhou'd beſtow her greateſt Fa- 
n upon. Your Maſter, added the, but ill 
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rewards me for that plentiful Fortune I have 
endow'd him with; but as little as he thinks 
of the Matter, I have more to beſtow upon 
Occaſion, and I dare engage, my pretty Fileria 
will not be ungrateful. "Then pulling forth a 
Purſe of Gold, and with an amorous Leer 
embracing the charming Page, cry'd, this and 
much more is thine, I'll make thee rich in 
Means, as thour't in Beauty, and all the lonely 
Nights that I have paſs'd, ſhall be made up 
in one dear Hour with thee. Had our Vilęria 
been indeed a Man, a ſerving Man, who wou'd 
do ought for Gain, this meagre Wretch, this 
| Sink of Infamy, this only Name of Woman, 
rather Witch, had damp'd his Courage, chill'd 
his vital Blood, and made him fly even all at- 
tracting Gold: Then how much more muſt 
one by Virtue fir'd, of fofteſt Mold, to Avarice 
a Stranger, abhor, deteſt, and loath this hated 
Monſter. Cold as the Winter's Ice in North- 
ern Climes, Vileria was to all her mimick 
Paſſion; ſo with a Look that ſhew'd his juſt 
Averſion, broke from her Arms, and bid her 
keep her Gold till ſhe ſhou'd find ſome Mon- 
ſter like herſelf, and there beſtow it; then 
Aled her Sight, and wept to think that Man 
was here outdone in every Wickedneſs, — The 
diſappointed old Gentlewoman reſoly'd now to 
purſue a nobler Paſſion, Revenge, and fail'd 
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not daily to procure new matter for Complaint: 
In ſhort ſhe was never eaſy but when ſhe was 
breeding Miſchief and Quarrels between Vileria 
and his Maſter, u ho was become already no 
Friend to the nice Virtue of the honeſt Youth, 
and if he choſe not to diſmiſs him, was not at 
all diſpleas'd at his Wife's Antipathy, tho' he 
little imagin'd from whence it proceeded. In 
this Situation Vileria found there was no Con- 
tinuance for him, for he had but ill been uſed 
to be treated with Indifference, from even the 
moſt Savage; therefure wholly now employ'd 
his perplex'd Thonghts in what was next to be 
done, or whither the kind Fates wou'd direct 
his wandering Spirits, thither to reſt in Peace. 
Thus a while we'll leave our beauteous Martyr, 
and return to Philander and Meliſſa, whoſe 
Surpriſe and Conſternation was ſcarce to be 
conceiv d, when they were afſur'd of Emelia's 
Departure, and her Reſolution never to return 
again: This was fo ſtrange a Riddle to Meli ſſa, 
that ſhe conjectur d a thouſand Reaſons, yet 
cou'd find none important enough for ſo preci- 
pitated a Reſolution; ſhe was amaz'd, and 
knew not what to think; ſhe at firſt imagin'd 
her Friend's Illneſs had turn'd her Brain, and 
that a Fit of Madneſs had ſent her ſhe knew 
not whither, elſe what cou'd be the Cauſe, un- 
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uas all her Company: At length reading over 
the Letter again, and paufing on the Words, 
of you'd be happy wiſh ro know no more: This 
rous'd her Thoughts, and her Mind began to 
-miſgive her; ſhe found a Meaning in them 
Words, which before her haſty Surpriſe had 
.everlook'd ; and ſhe did not a little ſuſpect 
*Philander as the Inſtrument of this unlucky 
Change, for ſhe knew Zmehia had Charms 
capable of captivating a Youth leſs amorous 
than Philander, She allo knew Emelia's 
Principles were founded upon Virtue, and his 
Terms were always oppofite to thoſe Princi- 
ples; befides, ſhe had inform'd her well of his 
Perfidy, therefore doubted not but ſome Aſſault 
of this Nature, had forc'd the before happy 
Emelia to the Neceſſity of wandering from her 
darling, peaceful Abode. It you'd be happy, 
wiſh to know no more | what more ye Gods 
can make Meli ſſa wretched, and not the Work 
of vile inhuman Man? Thencurs'd Pþhilander, 
thou muſt be the Rock that thus have ſpilt my 
future happy Hopes; art thou not yet content, 
 perfidious Monſter ! haſt thou not glutted thy 
inſatiate Soul? Take then my Life! ſince thou 
haſt took my Peace ! but that were Mercy, 
that thou can'ſt not ſhew ? Oh, how ſhe ray'd, 
and curs'd herſelf, her Fate, and her unkind 
by 4 Undoer, 


tiin'd, what Injuries ſuffer'd, ſince ſhe alone, 
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Undoer. On the other hand, Philander, 
whoſe Soul had ne'er as yet felt a Remoſe, or 
tepder Thought, beyond what was k indled and 
extinguiſh'd both by the ſame Object, now 
began to feel a Something inſpir'd by the un- 
paralell'd Virtue of the divine Charmer: He 
found *twas Love, but far unlike to every for- 
mer Paſſion; he ſaw all Heaven in Glory in 
her Mind, ten thouſand Prayers he ſent to fetch 
her back, ten thouſand Angels he invok'd to 
guard her; and wiſh'd the Gods wou'd ſend 
this heavenly Maid to crown his future Days 
with laſting Peace: Before, Poſſeſſion was his 
only Aim, and he eſteem'd the fickle Fair no 
longer than ſhe had Charms enough to pleaſe 
Defire ; for that he ſought, and ſeldom fail'd 
Succeſs; ſo lov'd, diflik'd, and left as Fancy 
led; but now a nobler Flame poſſeſsd his 
Breaſt, he wiſh'd not for Enjoyment on ſuch 
Terms, Virtue had tam'd the Savage in his 
Nature, and made his Soul as calm as liſtning 
Angels, ſo great a Charm has Virtue, O 
what a Jewel has Philander loft, till now he 
never knew the Price of Beauty ? A Face, 4 
Shape, with Gold he oft” has purchas d; but 
here a Mind diſdains ſo mean a Price, whole 
Ages of eternal Adoration, paid by a Heart 
wherein no Guile is harbour'd, but honeſt 
Truth and plain Sincerity, ſor nothing leſs can 
gain 
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gain this mighty Treaſure: He looks upon 


himſelf now as the moſt worthleſs of his Sex» 
in having been the Occafion, (as he doubted 
not but he was ) of her Flight? Ah! cruel 
Wretch, ſaid he, and cou'd ſhe venture all for 


Virtue's Sake, and woud it thou rob her of 


that only Bleſling, which if thoud'ſt gain'd, 
had but avail'd thee this, to've heap'd new 
Tormeats on thy guilty Conſcience. But Re- 
fiction comes too late, and he has nothing to 
do now but employ his Thoughts to find her, 
and bring her back, by acknowledging his 
Fault, and proffering honourable! Dore; the? 
'he- fear'd her Friendihip for Meliſſa wou d 
ſcarce let her accept that: However, herefolv'd 
to try; and left no Search or Enquiry unmade 
for that Purpoſe; and finding all in vain, he 
began to look upon Meli ſſa as bis moſt dire ful 
Enemy, for acquainting Emelia (as he be lie v'd 
ſhe did) of his Perfidy; which he ſuppos'd 
might be the Occafion of the indifferent Treat- 
ment he had met with: He loaths her now, 
| becauſe ſhe yielded eafily, and charm'd him 
not with that Virtue he finds ſo amiable in 
Emelia: Shame, Grief, and Love, reigns 
abſolute over him; he becomes ſullen, iH-na- 
tur'd, and peeviſh, every thing near him is 
diſpleafing ; he endeavours no more Conquelts 
and ſhuns his moſt intimate Compantons, even 
a Thealore 
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Theadore who was his darling Friend, he now 
hates with a mortal Hatred, for being Brother 
to that unfortunate Lady, whoſe Ruin was 
compleated by his Seducements; inſomuch, 
that happ'ning one Evening to be in Company 
where Theadore was oblig'd to make a Party 
as well as himſelf; and ſome Jokes paſling 
concerning the ſudden change of Temper in 
Philander, Philander grew enrag'd, and 
impatient, and being loth to encounter the 
whole Aſſembly, which he knew wou'd be too 
powerful for him, he ſingled Zheadore out as. 
a Mark for his Malice, and began to treat him 
in a manner far unlike what the Merit of that 
young Gentleman claim'd ; at length he grows 
more inſupportable, and upbtraids him with 
the Infamy of his Siſter; nor did he conceal. 
the minuteſt Circumſtance of that unhappy. 
Affair, but with a malicious. Pleaſure, exposd 
the Lady's Failings to the amaz'd Company, 
who had always beheld her as a Pattern of 
Virtue, T7 headore being a Man of Spirit and 
Courage, was too greatly alarm'd at ſo home a 
Blow, to fit tamely ſtill, and intreated his 
Friends not too diſſwade him from defending, 
his Honour with his Sword, ſince he found it 
was ſo nearly concern'd ; they aſſur d him they 
wou'd not, and he immediately drew on Ppil- 
ander; Philander grown deſperate, and fer- 
| ting 
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ting but little Value on his Life, was far from 


being idle, aud play'd his Part fo well, that 


he ſoon laid Theadore breathleſs at his Feet, 
to the Grief of all who were preſent, Some 
who were no Enemies to Philander, perſuaded 


him to fly, and conceal himſelf, until he found 


how this Matter might be taken by the Duke, 
and the reſt of the Country, who ador'd The- 
adore for his Virtues; accordingly he did, 
uninterrupted, — The unfortunate young Gen- 
tleman was carefully convey'd to his Houſe, 
where finding he had Life in him, ſeveral able 
Surgeons were ſent for; they all agreed in 
believing his Wounds to be mortal; however, 
nothing was omitted that cou'd be endeavour'd 
for his Recovery. As ill News generaly flics 
ſwifteſt, it was not long before the Occafion of 
this unhappy Quarrel reach'd the Ears of Me- 
Ii Ja, and plung'd her into a Gulph of Miſery ; 
the A pprehenſion of loſing ſo dear a Friend, 
and Brother, alſo of her Fame and Honour 
being itretrievably blaſted by an ungratefu] 
perfidious Lover; and in ſhort, every thing 
combin'd to afflict her to fo great a degree, 
that ſhe was immediately ſeiz'd with a violent 
Fever, and in three Days time cxpir'd. She 
was privately interr'd, attended only by her 
Woman Selena, and a few of her faithful 
wg leaſt a publick Ceremony ſhou'd 


augment 
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augment the Pains of the already too greatly 
afflicted Theadore. 

This Adventure made ſuch a Noiſe in the 
Country, that not a Creature but was acquain- 
ted with every Circumſtance ; and the Duke 
was hourly importun'd by Numbers of The- 
adore's Friends, to bring his Son to Juſtice z 


for the diſhonourable Cauſe of this fatal Diſs 


aſter, made Philander ſeem more deſpicable 
in the Eyes of the People, than did the unlucky 
Event; and they were determin'd, if poſſible, 
not to let him eſcape Puniſhment : He afſur'd 
'em with Tears in his Eyes, that he had fo 
great an Abhortence to Crimes ſo infamous 
and unworthy, that tho' Philander had been 
the darling Prop of his Age, be ſhou'd take 
the moſt direct Meaſures he poſſibly cou'd to 
find him out; and if Philander dy'd, ſo far 
from ſcreening his Guilt, or making Uſe of his 
Authority or Intereſt in procu ting his Pardon 
he wou'd himſelf be the firſt who ſhou'd en- 
deavour to have him proſecuted with the utmoſt 
Rigour of the Law: Accordingly be iſſued out 


Proclamations, with an extravagant Reward 


for the taking of Pbilander : Philander ſoon 

heard this News, and being loth to truſt his 

Acquaintance with the Diſpoſal of his Carcaſes 

when ſo powerful an Enemy pleaded againſt 

him, as a Purſe of Fire thouſand mou 
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he diſguiſes himſelf in a very mean Habit, and 
reſol ves to travel to ſome diſtant Part of the 
Country, where tho? perhaps they might have 
heard of the Proclamation, and Reward, might 
be ſo great Strangers to his Perſon , as not to 
be able to diſtinguiſh him in that Garb from 
the meaneft of their Peaſants; for tho* Phi- 
tander wanted neither Reſolution nor Bravery 
before, the Senſe of his Guilt, with the Dread 
of an ignomintous Death, had ſo damp'd his 
Courage, and demean'd his Nobleneſs of Spirit, 
that he now ſeeks for Life on any Terms. — 
He had not travel'd long thus, before the Fates 


( which if we pleaſe, we may ſuppoſe were ac- 
countable for all his Act ions) directed him to 


that Part of the Country where poor Emelia 
| Gigh'd her melancholy Hours away, and being 
almoſt ſpent with the unuſual Fatigue of tra- 
velling on Foot, and the Want of that nice 
Entertainment, and ſoſt Repoſe he had hither- 
to enjoy'd ; he ſeated himſelf under a ſhady 
Thicket, and in a deſponding manner refoly'd 
to finiſh there that Life, which he at length 
foreſees is incapable of undergoing the Hard- 
ſhips it has already but taſted, yet finds fo 
very terrible: He was now ſome diſtance from 
his Enemies, and the immediate Surpriſe, and 
fear of Danger being over, he begins to look 


back upon his former happy State, calls to 
N | Mind 
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Mind the ill Uſe he had made of it, and be- 
lieves this a Judgment from the Gods, to pu- 
niſh him for his miſpent Time and vile Perfi- 
dies. Aeli ſſa's Ghoſt in dreadful Forms now 
haunts his guilty Conſcience 5 Enelia too per- 
haps may be no more, in ſome wild Deſart 
may have met her Pate, and he the Cauſe of 
all ; with this Train of Vices at his Heels, he 
deems himſelf unfit to breathe the wholeſome 
Air, and in a conſus'd Tranſport of Grief, or 
rather Deſpair, ſnatching from under his Dif- 
guiſe, his too well diſciplin'd Sword, he threw 
himſelf on the Point thereof; and tho? he did 
not his Bufineſs effectually, lay ſome Hours 
motionleſs, and almoſt breathleſs ; being wea- 
ken'd by his Fatigues, and the prodigious 
Quantity of Blood which iflued from the 
Wound he had made. Whether led by Chance, 
or Inſtinct, we know not; but it ſo happes'd, 
that that Evening our young Vileria being in 
a melancholy Mood, took his Evening's Walk 
towards the very Thicket where lay the bleed- 
ing Lover, and finding (as he thought) a young 
Countryman in this deplorable Condition, and 
ſuppoſing the Deed to have been done by 
Robbers, he examin'd the Body, which he 
found warm, as it had ſtil] ſome Dregs of Life 
left; and gazing on the Face, to conſider which 
of the neighbouring Swains this ſhou'd be, he 

H 2 found 
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found (tho' pale and wan it then appear'd) the 
Image had been too deeply imprinted on his 
Heart, to know it for any other than Philan- 
der's. He had heard ſome Gentlemen at his 


Maſter's mention the Duel between Philandeyr, 


and Theadore, but knew not the Occaſion 
thereof; he therefore made no doubt but that 
Philander had travell'd thus in Diſguiſe to 
eſcape the Hand of Juſtice, Love, Pity, and 
Reſentment, now ſtrives eagerly which ſhall 
take Poſſeſñon of her Heart; the God pleads 
ſtrongly on Philander's Side, and Love and 
Pity united, gains an entire Victory, notwith- 
ſtanding all the Efforts and Oppoſitions of the 
Enemy. They had no ſooner enter'd, when 
Sighs began to riſe, and Showers of Tears fel] 
down her lovely Cheeks: Swift as 1]]-judging 
Fame, ſhe flies to the Village, and brings to 
his Aſſiſtance ſome of the Cottagers, with 
whom ſhe had contracted an Intimacy, and in- 
form'd 'em that it was her Brother whom ſhe 
had found thus; and, as ſhe believ'd, was 
coming to ſee her, when by the Way, ſome 
cruel Aſſ:dins, with an Intent to rob him of 
the little Matter he had about him, had given 
him this Wound ; whereupon he was inſtantly 
carried to the Houſe of a worthy Villager, 
where, on Vileria's Account, neither Trouble 
nor Expence was wanting to reſtore his fleeting 

Spirits 5 
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Spirits; nor was the conſtant Vileria idle on 
this Occaſion, for he forſook all other Engage- 
ments to attend on the much lov'd Fugitive, 
and (as repreſented) the Nearneſs of the Rela» 
tion, and ſad Accident, pleaded ſufficient Ex- 
cuſe with his Maſter for his Deficiency in his 
Bufineſs: In a little Time he perfectly reco- 
ver'd his Senſes, and was inſorm'd by Vileria 
how he found him, and the manner of his be- 
ing brought thither; as alſo that thro' a natu- 
ral Tenderneſs of Heart, he had acquainted 
the People that it was his Brother, to make 
'em the more aſſiduous in their Care. Phi- 
lander was aſtoniſh'd at the Goodneſs of this 
Stranger Louth, and fancy'd that the Gods 
having ſtill ſome Regard to his Saſety, had 
inſpir'd the friendly Boy with theſe good Qua- 
lities: He thank'd him a thouſand Times, and 
imprinting Kiſſes on his Cheeks, call'd him 
his Guardian Angel, his Preſerver; and in- 
vok'd the Powers to witneſs, that if ever For- 
tune turn'd again her Wheel, the greateſt Fa- 
vours ſhe beſtow'd on him, Hieria ſhou'd 
command. Love in Diſguiſe play'd here a 
ſubtle Game, and whilſt he thought "twas 
Friendſhip he admir'd, Love unperceiv'd 
reign'd mighty in his Heart,. danc'd in his 
Eyes, ſet. Bounds upon his Actions, play'd 
round his Mouth; and all he talk'd was 

H 3 Love. 
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Love. He almoſt forgot his Misfortunes, and 
entirely devoted himſelf to the agreeable Con- 
verſation of his new Friend; this Tranquility 
of Mind did not a little contribute to his Re- 
covery; ſo that in about the Space of a Month 
his Wounds were heal'd, and he hourly reco- 
ver'd new Strength and Spirits: Tho' he was 
now able to appear abroad, he choſe not to 
make Viſits, leaſt by Chance he ſhou'd en- 
counter ſome of his old Acquaintance; there- 
fore when he had an Hour to ſpare from Con. 
verſation more agreeable, he ſpent it in Cards, 
or ſuch like Amuſements, in the Company of 
his good-natur'd Landlord and his Spouſe ; be- 
ing thus engag'd one Kyening, there happen'd 
to be preſent a young Kinſman, which was 
newly artiv'd from that Spot where lay all 
Philander's Hopes and Fears; who, upon 
their enquiring what News was ſtirring inthem 
Parts, told *em that the greateſt News there at 
preſent, was that concerning the Duel which 
happen'd between the Lord Philander and his 
Friend; they begg'd him to relate the Cir. 
cumſtances of that Affair, which he did as 
near as poſſible; he alſo told 'em that the 
Lord Philander was fled, and that notwith- 
ſtanding the diligent Search which had been 
made after him, and the extravagant Rewards 
which was offer'd for the taking of him, they 


cou'd 
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cou'd find none who were able to give either 


Tale or Tidings of that young Nobleman. He 
aſſurd 'em withal, that Theadore was fince 
recover'd of his Wounds, and in perfect Health, 
and that the old Duke being infirm, and over- 
much oppreſs'd with Grief, on account'of the 
Conduct of his darling Heir, had been ſeiz'd 
with a violent Fit of Illneſs, and in Spite of all 
his Riches and Phyſicians, grim Death had in 
Favour of Philander, taken to himſelf the 
old Man, and left him by Right of Inheri- 
-tance, true Owner of both the Title and Eſtate ; 
and that now all the People thereabouts were 
ſeeking as diligently after him, to exalt him to 
Honours, as they were before to exalt him on a 
Gallows. Thus you may ſee, added he, that 
great Folks have their Ups and Downs in this 
Life as well as we; tho' Phitander was pleas'd 
that Theadore was recover'd, he cou'd not rę- 
frain ſhedding Tears at the News of his Fa- 
ther's Death ; and retiring to his Chamber, he 
acquainted his belov'd Companion (of what he 
before but too well knew) that he was that 
ſame Lord Philander; and that fince the 
Friendſhip he had ſhewn him, had render'd 
him fo dear in his Affections, that he wou'd 
refuſe the Poſſeſſion of his Eſtate on any other 
Terms, than to have him ſhare his Fortunes , 
If he wou'd conſent to accompany him fo todo, 

. he 
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he wou'd inſtantly write to his Steward for à 
Supply of Money, and ſet out immediately; 


which accordingly (on Yiteria's Promiſe) he 


did, amply rewarding all thoſe who had given 
him any Aſſiſtance in that Time of his Adver- 
fity. They had no ſooner heard where he 
was, and ſent him ſufficient Sums of Money, 
but Numbers of the Country Folks and Gentry 
ſet forwards to meet him; and thoſe very 
Wretches who were the moſt eager in their Aſ- 


ſertions againſt him, were the firſt who made 


the greateſt Proffers of their Friendſhips. 
»Twere needleſs to repeat the Congratulations, 
Compliments, or Viſits he had made him on 
his Return, we need only ſay, that Philandzr 
receiv'd 'em all as became a Gentleman of his 
Education; and tho' Deceit ſhew'd itſelf thro? 
the Diſguiſe many put on, he ſeem'd to know 
it not; and thro' the Admonitions of his young 
Counſellor, was become from the greateſt Li. 
bertine, the moſt prudent Philoſopher. He was 
ſolicited daily to marry, and Philander paid 
Viſits, and gave Balls accordingly, as not 
avers'd to ſuch Propoſals: This extremely. ſha- 
oreen'd Vileria; he concluded that tho' Vile. 
ria was elteem'd, Enelia was forgot ; and ſhe 
knew her own Heart too well to promiſe it any 
Repoſe after Philander was married; Love 


- Was become too covetous to be content with a 


ſingle 
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fingle Share, and ſhe thought nothing lefs 
than the intire Whole ſufficient to repay all the 
Sorrows ſhe had felt on Philander's Account. 
She had not as yet an Opinion good enough of 
his Conſtancy to diſcover herſelf, and yet her 
Metamorphoſe was grown ſo irkſome, that ſhe 
reſolves by ſome me:ns or other to end it, tho! 
with it her Life. Of all the Paſſions ſhe ever 
yet felt, ſhe finds Jealouſy (that Rancour of 
the Soul) the moſt potent and inſupportable, 
nay, capable of driving her to any Extream ; 
and, ſpite of all her boaſted Reſolution, oft' 
drown'd in Floods of Tears, ſhe wiſh'd herſelf 
no more: Thus overcharg'd with Grief was 
The one Evening, when Philander, who re- 
turn'd home ſooner than expected, finding her 
lovely Cheeks bliſter'd with the briny Shower, 
and her heavenly Eyes ſcarce able to behold 
him, defir'd tenderly to know the Cauſe ; made 
freſh Aſſurances of his Eſteem, and left no 
Doubt unclear'd that might convince Vileria 
how fair a Path he trod to Happineſs, to which 
Vileria only ſigh'd and ſmil'd: At length 
finding Philander's Importunities increaſe, and 
not intending to reveal the real Cauſe, ſhe re- 
ſolves thus to try his Heart; and tells him, 
that tho' he thank'd him for the Goodneſs he 
expreſs'd, it was not in the Power of Wealth 
to mitigate his Afflictions; for that the only 
Motive 
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Motive which drew him thither, was the Hopes 
of ſeeing a darling Siſter which he knew re- 
fided in thoſe Parts; and that he was fince in- 
form'd, that on account of ſome Misfortune 
which had befallen her, ſhe had been oblig'd 
to quite her little Abode, to wander friendleſs 


thro* the uncharitable World; perhaps to 


hungry Savages a Prey, or more inhuman 
Man; then figh'd and wept a-new. Philander”s 
Conſcience foon ſuggeſted to him who this Siſter 
ſhould be; and if he reprov'd himſelf before 
for having been the Caule of her Misfortunes, 
what muſt he do now, when he finds her Siſter 
to that Youth to whom he owes his Life : 
Shame oblig'd him to remain ſome Time 
fileat, fixing his Eyes towards the Earth ; at 
length recovering himſelf, and falling on his 
Knees, Behold, ſaid he, much lov'd and in- 
jur'd Youth, behold the Monſter who has 
wrong d Emelia; twas I that forc'd her from 
her bleſs'd Abode; twas I occafion'd all ſhe 
now may ſuffer ; and did the Gods, to make 
my Crime the greater, ordain that you ſhou'd 
be my kind Preſerver! I might have ſeen her 
Beauties in thy Face, and known thee by that 
ſoft, that ſweet Re ſemblance; then have de- 
nied thy Aid, and ſunk deſerving beneath the 
Load of Pains I then endur'd, No Wealth in- 
deed can mitigate thy Sorrows, yet will I ſootb 

them 


JET P / / ME ew TT * 


The FAIR MoRatisT. 83 


them with a juſt Revenge, and Pilgrim-like 
T'll travel thro' the Earth, till I have found 
this injur'd fair one out; then if Repentance 
can my Pardon claim, PII make her Queen of 
all my Wealth and Wiſhes ; the Sun ſhall not 
be more ador'd than ſhe ; her Virtue ſhall 
protect where c'er we tread, and be our Shield, 
if we ſhou'd meet a Foe: With that we can 
illume the darkeſt Path, nor fear to travel ſafe 
with ſuch a Guide; but if the Fates deny me 
ſo much Bliſs, here in the Preſence of the Gods 
I ſwear, no other Female e'er ſhall ſhare my 
Heart, my Vows, or Wealth; but all my fu- 
ture Life ſhall be retir'd as Hermits from the 
World ; nor will I think, or gaze on Wo- 


man's Charms; Emelia's Virtue ſhall be all 
my Theme: 


Of that Il fing, inſpir'd by that TI pray, 
And when the Grave demands this Lump of 
Clay; 


My lateſt Breath ſhall till her Worth proclaim, 
And every dying Sigh ſhall waft her Name. 


This he utter'd with ſuch Vehemency and 
Tranſport, that being quite overcome, he faint- 
ed on the Floor. Vileria ſoon adminiſter'd 
his friendly Aid, and conducted him to Re- 
poſe, where he left the charming Convert, and 

haſten'd 
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haſten'd to his own Apartment, to conſult his 
auſpicious Stars concerning what Method he 
ſhou'd take to reveal the ſo long kept Secret; 
for Philander had ſhewn here ſo true a Sign of 
Repentance and Sincerity, that ſhe no longer 
doubted of his being a true Convert to Virtue z 
nor did ſhe in the leaſt apprehend any Danger 
of a Change ; ſhe thought on many different 
Ways; at length, after ſome Pauſe, ſhe re- 
folves on this; not a Moment will ſhe loſe in 
Delay, but immediately poſts to her faithful 
Servant Doriſſa, and procures from her a 
Dreſs, ſuch as ſhe formerly us'd to wear, and 
alſo a little Inſtrument of Muſick on which 
ſhe oft' had play'd the ſweeteſt Strains. Theſe 
ſhe conveys unperceiv'd to her Chamber, and 
rifing early in the Morning, dreſs'd herſelf in 
the moſt agreeable, tho' plain manner, ſhe 
poſſibly cou'd. —There was a Walk at the far- 
ther End of a ſpacious Garden, to which Phi. 
lander conſtantly every Morning repair'd, ei- 
ther for the Benefir of the Air, or the Retire- 
ment. On one Side ſtood a ſmall Row of 
ſpreading Trees, thro' which you might per- 
ceive thoſe who enter'd the Walk, without be- 
ing diſcover'd by any, Behind thoſe Trees 
Emelia conceal'd herſelf, to wait Philander”s 
coming, according to his wonted Uſe ; ſhe 
had not ſtaid long there before ſhe faw him 

approach 


im, 
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approach in a melancholy Poſture, his Arms 
folded a-croſs, and his Eyes caſt downwards; 
thus he continu'd until he got to the End of 
the Walk; then ſeating himſelf on a Camo» 
mile Bank, leaning his Head on his Hand, 
ſeem'd as if confidering on ſome very weighty 
Affair, and now and then wou'd ſigh as tho 
his Heart was breaking ; theſe were freſh Sigrs 
of Repentance; and Emelia began now almoſt 
to think her Sufferings well repaid : Soon as 
ſhe ſaw him thus fix'd, ſhe began to play on 
her Muſick, finging the following Lines com- 
pos'd by herſelf, and ſet to a ſoſt melanchuly 
Tune, 


8 0: N . 


B E calm ye Winds, forbear to blow, 
— And hear a wretched Maid complain, 


Be fill ye Torrents, ceaſe to flow, 
Or in flow Murmurs lull my Pain; 
Sad Eccho lend thy mournful Aid, 
WWhilft T like thee my Woes declare, 
Afift a poor unhappy Maid, 
Like thee abandon d to Deſpair. 


Ah ! wonder not ye filver Brooks, 
If I with Tears thy Streams ſupply, 
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Who en the falſe Philander looks, 
Mut bue, muſt weep, deſpair and dye: 
Nor think it ftrange if on my Face, 

The Roſes Bloom no more is ſpread, 


Since he, imhuman, flole my Peace, 


The Lillies die, the Roſes fade. 


Ab! cruel Man, how poor a Fame 
*Twere to undo a helpleſs Maid, 
Tit to my humble Cell ye came, 
My peaceful Bleſſings to invade, 
And baniſh'd thence the happieſt ſhe 
That ever trod the flow'ry Plain, 
Abandor'd now to Miſery, 
Her only Jey's to figh her Pain. 


The loneſome Hills I wander'd ver, 
Can witneſs haw unkind ycu ve been, 

The Hardſhips which (inur'd) I bore, 
Or my ſad panting Heart within, 

To Savages a willing Prey, 
My Wretchedneſs alone my Guide, 

Yet you leſs merciful than they 
Purſu'd the Victim they denied. 


Ay Sex too chang'd, to ſerve on Fools, 
As tho) I hop'd to fly from Fate, 

To gaze on Vice, applaud its Rules, 
And ſeem the Thing which moft I hate: 


All 
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All this has been, nor once complain'd 
The poor Emelia of her Lot, 

Almighty Love her Breaſt enflam'd, 
Aud all thy Failings were forgot. 


She ſaw thee bleeding on the Ground, 

And generous Pity filPd her Heart, 
She calm'd thy Sorrows, heal d thy Wound, 
And did each Benefit impart, | 

Thy heavy Time ſhe chac'd away, 
Thy black Deſpair ſhe gilded ver, 

Till Fortune's Sun ſhin'd forth thy Day, 
Aud made thee happy as before. 


Thus ſhe rewarded all her Mrongs, 
Tit fill Emelia fighs in vain, 
Nor one kind Hour to her belongs, 
Nor one kind Hope to ſooth her Pain, 
Whilft you a Stranger to her Moes, 
The poor Unknown regardleſs ſees, 
On ſome more bleſs'd, your Love beflows 3 
When ſhall a wretched Maid have Eaſe ? 


Philander heard all this diſtinctly, yet 
was ſome Time ere he cou'd believe it any 
otherwiſe than the dreaming Product of his le- 
thargick Brain, which was then heavily enter- 
tain'd with the ſame me lancholy Subject. At 
beſt, he concludes it to be ſome airy Deluſion, 
{ent 
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ſent to awaken his ſleepy Conſcience, and up- 
braid him with the Sufferings of the then loſt 
Emelia; However, reſolving to be ſatisfied, if 
poſſible, he ſtarred up, and flew to the Sport, 
where fat the lovely Emelia to wait the Cri- 
ſis of her Fortune, who he took to be the 
Phantom which fo lately utter'd the Words 
he had heard —A while he gaz'd like a wild 
Lunatick on the much-loy'd Form, ſeeming 
divided between Hope and Fear; at length, 
cry'd he, (as tho' rous'd from an Abyſs of 
Thought) what looks fo ſweet can ne er be in- 
jurious; ſo opening his Arms to embrace the 
beauteous Shadow, he to his Surprize, found 
em fill'd with a foft Compoſure of pure Fleſh 
and Blood; a lovely, bluſhing, tender, bloom- 
ing Maid, fit to give Life to what dull Grief 
had kill'd, the charming Source of every liv- 
ing Joy. No Tongue can tell the Tranſports 
of his Soul, not even his own, for that wants 
Power of Speech, nor can it utter ought but 
ſweet Emelia. Joy, Love, and Rapture, 
weaken'd every Senſe ; his trembling Limbs 
alone had Power of Office, and them, (the. 
fcebly,) bore the wiſh'd for Prize to the fair 
Manſion, where each look'd gay, as tho' they 
long'd to bid new Welcomes to the Bride. 
The tender Imaginat ions of the gentle Reader 


can only deſcribe what pals'd between thoſe 
e 
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two Lovers in this Interview, eſpecially when 
they had given freſh Aſſurances of each others 
Sincerity : Tears of Joy flow'd in abundance, 
what can Philander do to recompence Vileria 
and Emelia both in one; his kind Preſerver, 
and his conſtant Miſtreſs: The only Way he 
can ſhew the Defire he has of making her 
happy, is the ſpeedy Execution thereof; there- 
fore he immediately gives Orders for celebrat-- 
ing their Nuptials ; all his Friends were in- 
ſtantly ſent for to be preſent on the Occaſion, 
and. ſhare the Joy which viſibly appear'd 
throughout the whole Family; for Enelia 
had behav'd in fo ſweet a manner in her pre - 
ſent as well as former Station, that all deem'd\ 
themſelves entirely bleſs'd in having ſuch a Pa- 
troneſs to govern em. Philander's Acquaint- 
ance were ſurpriz'd when they heard of this. 
ſudden Change, and wonder'd who the Lady 
could be that had ſo powerfully captivated the 
roving Philander; but when they knew their 
Story, how did they applaud his Choice, and” 
commend the Virtue, Prudence, and Fidelity 
of the charming Conqueror. In ſhort Hymen 
waited. to join their Hearts, and the Prieſt their- 
Hands, when Emelia was inform'd that Dori/- : 
ſa. had ſome immediate Buſineſs to impart; 
whe gave her a Letter ſhe had receiv'd that 
Day from a Stranger, with a Command to de- 
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liver it with all poſſible Expedition; voto 
open'd and read as follows; 


H ! charming Emelia, thou whoſe Prudence 
and Virtue has ſo jullly obtain d the Hap- 
pineſs you now poſſeſs ; permit the ſincereſt of thy 
Friends to add one Bleſſing to the bleſs'd ; for 
fure if Melifla miſtakes not thy Goodneſs, be 
fancies *twill augment thy Joys ta know ſbe lives, 
and lives to wiſh thee happy; the reſt of my Story 
7s tos trifling, and thy Time too precious ; there- 
fore [ Hall only add, that I am now haſt ning 
to the Convent of St. B, there to paſs 
the Remainder of my unfortunate Days in 
Prayers and Wiſhes for thy Saſety ; adieu for 


Der. | 
Me LIS3A, 


This was a ſevere Trial of Priendſhip, and 
the glittering Scene which lay before Zmelia, 
was ſufficient to have difloly'd the ſtrongeſt 
Tie in any Breaſt but hers ; and do'ſt thou 
live, Meliſſa, ſaid the beauteous Girl, whilſt 
the Letters ſeem'd eras'd by the ſudden Shower 
- which trickled down the Paper. Ah! no, poor 
injur'd fair one, Philander can't be mine if 
thou art living, Love may do much, but 
Friendſhip ſhall do Wonders ; Friendſhip the 
nobler Paſſion of the Mind, born with the Soul, 


muſt 
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muſt ſtill with that ſur vive, when Love, the 
filly Baby of the Fancy, can be no more. She 
eſteems it now an Injury done to Juſtice, to 
harbour the leaſt Hope of poſſeſſing Philan- 
der; and tho ſhe lov'd him to the utmoſt 
Degree of Tenderneſs, reſolves to cheriſh no 
longer a Flame, which ſhe finds muſt prove 
fatal to that Integrity ſhe has hitherto ſo well 
preſerv'd. Scarce had ſhe thus reſolv'd, when 
Philander's faithful Advocate the God of 
Love, appear'd before her in every pleaſing 
Form, told her what ſhe had ſuffer'd for 
Philander ; that ſhe alone could boaſt the 
juſteſt Claim to all the Joys he ſhar'd ; laugh'd 
at the filly Things which ſhe call'd Honour, 
and bid her ſlight them all for mightier Love, 
Then Friendſhip interpos'd, and chid the 
Boy ; Meli ſſa too has ſuffer'd for Philander, 
much more in each Degree; is not her Claim 
by every Tie the greater ; was not her Ho- 
nour fſacrific'd to Love: Emelia may be 
bleſs'd without Philander, Meli ſſa muſt be 
wretched; Her Honour ne'er again can be re. 
triev'd, Emelia's Suffering: may; but what's 
Meli ſſa's Honour to Enelia; yes, ſhe was 
ance her Friend, and gloried in that Name; 
and ſhall ſhe leave her now to every Woe, 
and triumph in that Happinefs which ſhould 


be her's: No, that were Cruelty, and fair 
| Enelia 
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Emelia knows not to be crue] ; Friendſhip. 
and Honour, mult the Aſcendant gain; anobler 
Conqueſt than Philarder's Heart; therefore, 
in ſpite of alt the riſing Conteſts, ſhe deter- 
mines to ſeek Meliſſa; and if poſſible, reſtore 
her to thoſe Joys ſhe had ſo undefignedly al- 
molt depriv'd her of: 80 return'd to the ex- 
pecting Company with a Countenance much 
diſturb'd, which ſhe ſaid was cccafion'd by an 
Account ſhe had receiv'd of the ſudden Ilinefs 
of a particular near Relation, that her Pre- 
ſence was requir'd immediately; therefore ſhe 
muſt intreat Philander and his Friends (ſince 
Decency requir'd it) to defer the Wedding, 
and diſpenſe with her Abſence for a few Days. 
This Requeſt ſeem'd too reaſonable to be re- 
fus'd by fo complaiſant a Lover as Philander , 

therefore he conſented, begging to accompany 
her to her afflicted Relations; but ſhe refus'd 
the Honour he defign'd her, and quitting 
haſtily the confus d Company (which ſeem'd 
to ſympathize in her Misfortune) ſhe once 
more privately. puts on her old travelling At- 
tire, and poſts on Horſebeck towards a Town, 
a few Miles Diſtance from that Village, where 
ſhe purpos d providing her a Guide, and other 
Neceſſaries proper for her intended Journey. 

The Hoſt of the Inn where ſhe put vp, being 
a facctious honeſt-Jooking ſort of a Man, ſhe en- 


gages 
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gages him to ſee every thing carefully provid- 
ed, and to hire a Guide to be ready againſt 
Morning, to cond uct her ſafe to the Convent: 
He promis'd faithfully to obey the Commands» 
an divithal inform'd her that he had then in the 
Houſe a young Gentleman, for whom he had 
juſt before undertaken the ſame Taſk ; that the 
Gentleman being a Stranger, he believ'd 
wou'd be glad of Company; That if he 
might adviſe as a Friend, he would per- 
ſuade them to agree and travel together, 
which might (as he ſaid) prove more agrec- 
able, and leſs expenfive, the one Guide be- 
ing tufficient to conduct them both. Enelia 
was prodigiouſly ple asd with the kind Land- 
lord's friendly Contrivance, and defir'd the 
Gentleman might be introduc'd, who accord - 
ingly appear'd, but with fo ſoft an Air, and 
luch a lovely Countenance, that Emelis was 
ſome Moments ere ſhe cou'd recover from her 
Sur prize to ſalute the charming Stranger; tho” 
Mankind had long become familiar to her 
Sight, ſhe began to fancy ſhe had never till 
now beheld the Beauties of that Sex: The 
Stranger ſeem'd no leſs taken with his new in- 
tended Companion, and as the Night declin'd, 
their Converſation improv'd, till at length that 
grew as lovely as their unparallel'd Perſons 
The Gentleman in an engaging, free, and un. 
| de- 
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deſigning manner, began to entertain Emelia 
with the Story of his Life ; and told her, that 
this Journey to the Convent was occafion'd by 
a Lady for whom he had long figh'd in vain ; 
for that ſhe had refign'd her Heart to a young 
Nobleman, who ſet ſo little Store by the 
Jewel, that he had ungenerauſty blaſted her 
Fame, wounded her Brother, and heap'd in- 
numerable Diſtreſſes on the unhappy fair one; 
that he was inform'd that ſhe was now reticing 
to this Convent, and that ſince no Misfortune 
could baniſh her from his Heart, he had re- 
folv'd at all Events to follow, and (if poſſible) 
perfuade her to return and meet a Refuge in 
his honeſt Love. 

This Story was too plain to leave Emelia 
any room to queſtion whether or no this fair 
one was Meli ſſia; how did this Generoſity 
charm our juſt Zmelia, and how did ſhe con- 
demn Aeli a for her ill-plac'd Love: Phi- 
Jander now no longer look d charming in her 
Eyes; and ſhe judges Meli ſſa in the mid'ſt of 
her fancy'd Diſtrefles the happier of the two. 
Being a litt le diſcompos'd at the Oddneſs of 
this ſtrange, before unknown Story, ſhe pro- 
pos'd retiring to her Bedchamber, the more 
freely to indulge the Thought, and conſider 
who moſt deſery'd: the Lady, Philander or 

this 
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this Gentleman; but the other unwilling to 
part ſo ſoon, begg'd his Companion might be 
his Bedfellow ; for that he had not as yet half 
related the Adventures of his Love. Emelia 
evading the Requeſt with ſome trifling Excuſe, 
was about to depart, when the Gentleman 
ſeizing her Hand, and gazing earneſtly. on her 
Face, thus anſwer'd the Denial; And can no 
Spark of Friendſhip yet remaining, no ſoft 
Emotion kindling in thy Soul, no tender In- 
ſtinct tell thee who Iam? Wear'ſt thou this 
Image fo ſlightly in thy Mind, that poor Diſ- 
guiſe can guard it fram thy Senſes ? No 
Dreſs, no Artifice conceals Emelia, I know 
her thro em all, I wear her Image perfect in 
my Soul, and in my Eyes. -O tell me, Love, 
can'ſt thou defcribe this Interview ? She holds 
her dear Meliſſa to her Boſom, and makes a 
ſolemn Vow to Heaven, that nought but that 
ſhou'd ever part em more; that young Zme- 
lia-ne'er ſhould wed Philander ; that Meli ſſa 
ſhould return; and if they found him not a 
true Convert to Juſtice, they'd both together 
ſweetly ſhare their Fortunes, and in the Con- 
vent ſeek their Joys above. Meliſſa knew 
fall well the Sacredneſs of Emelia s Vows ; 
therefore endeavour'd not to perſuade her to 


revoke them, which Endeavour ſhe was ſen- 


ſible wou'd be but vain ; fo inſtead of r 
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their intended Journey, they the next Morn- 
ing return'd home together. Emelia left Me- 
ih at Doriſſa's Cottage, and haſten'd to 
the Palace where Philander with Impatience 
waited the Return of his beauteous Bride: But 
how unlike was this to every former Meeting : 
Emelia's Coldneſs ſoon told Philander that 
ſome new Uneaſineſs grew buſy in her Heart. 
She defir'd him plainly to forbid the noiſy 
Ceremonies, which ſhe ſaid but augmented the 
Remorſe and Trouble with which ſhe was al- 
ready ſeiz d; for that fince her Departure, be - 
ing more at Leiſure to reflect on her preſent 
State, ſne had found herſelf, inſtead of the 
happieſt of Creatures, to be the fattheſt from 
that Title; and running headlong into the 
Height of Diſhonour, inſtead of purſuing the 
ſtricteſt Paths of Juſtice. Philander cou'd not 
in the leaſt gueſs her Meaning, but ſighing 
begg'd her to explain herſelf, Does not my 
Lord Philander (ſaid ſhe) remember there 
was ence a Lady nam'd Melia ? Does he not 
know this Lady had a Brother ? Has he forgot 
how he has injur'd both ?). Has he forgot the 
| Virtues of that Youth, and how by him re- 
warded? Where's thy Philoſophy, or how 
reclaim'd, when Fame ſhall fay Philander's 
wed, nor ſheds a Tear o'er poor Meliſſas 
Grave; nor reconciles him with that much 
22 0 wrong d 
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wrong'd Youth? No Recompence for all his 
mighty Sufferings ; how will this ſound in 
every virtuous Ear? How will this grace the 
great Philander's Triumphs, when even his 
Slaves ſhall ſay, there goes the mighty, but 
unjuſt Philander; what can we hope from 
him? How will the Maids condemn Emeliga's + 
Friendſhip ? Are theſe her Virtues * Theſe 
her Points of Honour? Where's all her Mo- 
rals now ? Thus will they juſtly fay : No, 
no, Philander, her Honour's ſacred ſtill; for 
ſhe has made a ſolemn Vow to Heaven, never 
to wed till Theadore ſhall own his Wrongs 
are fully recompenc'd, and by: Philander : 
This Diſcourſe had the deſir'd Effect, and 
Philander was ſo ſenfibly ſtung with the re- 
viving Ideas of that black Affair, that his 
beauteous Monitor ſeem'd not more affected 
with the [njuſtice of the Cauſe.— What can I 
do, cried he, to recompence him equal to his 
Wrongs? My Life, my Fame, my Fortune, 
all are Trifles, unable to repay but half the In- 
juries I bave done him; too great for Recom- 
pence ; ſo muſt I ſtill be wretched, and for my 
Puniſhment muſt loſe Zmelia. Here his very 
Heart ſeem'd breaking ; and the Tears gufſh'd 
like Torrents from his manly Eyes. ZEmelia 
endeayour*d to ſooth his Anguiſh, and defir'd 


him to tell her, if ſhe, or any other Perſan 
Fit K {hould 
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ſhould weigh the Matter well, and prove that 
it were in his Power, without endangering ei- 
ther Liſe, Fame, or Fortune, to make ſuch 
Recompence, as Zheadore ſhou'd acknowledge 
were ſufficient to requite him for every Pang 
he had felt on his Siſter's account; whether or 
not he wou'd make aVow never to be diſſolv'd, 
that he would agree to do it; and thereby be 
freed from any Imputation that might here. 
after be laid on his Juſtice or Conduct: He 
ſtood not long to heſitate ; the Cauſe demand- 
ed no Debate, but immediately falling on his 
Knees, made the folemm Vow propos'd : 
Whereupon Enelia defir'd Theadore might be 
ſent for, who at firſt refus'd the Offer of their 
Friend ſhips, believing this but a Contrivance 
to inſult him, and triumph in his Sufferings ; 
however, at length by much Entreaties, and 
Perſuafions of Philander's Friends, he was 
prevail'd upon to come to the Palace : The 
Terror and Surprize which Ph;lander expreſs'd 
at the Sight of him, ſpoke plainly his true 
Penitence; he bath'd him with his Tears, 
whilſt the compaſſionate honeſt Youth, fo 
ſooth'd by this unfeign'd Repentance, could 
ſcarce complain, or ſay he had done him 
Wrong, but ſympathiz'd and wept him a Re- 
turn. — Emelia, who had then the greateſt 
Power of Speech, aſſut'd him that Philander 

had 
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had refolv'd never to entertain a Hope of Hap. 


pineſs, until he had recompenc'd the mighty 
IIls his youthful Fully had been guilty of, in 
wronging fair Meliſſa, and worthy Theadore. 
He only ſmild at this, adding that all the 
Wealth that [dia had in Store, were not 
ſufficient for ſuch Recompence, ſo dear he 
lov'd that Siſter. She begg'd 'em to be calm, 


and give her Leave to introduce a young 


Stranger, whoſe Wiſdom ſhe had had ſuch 
Proofs of, as ſhe had never found before in any 
Thing beneath that Heaven he copied ; that 
they ſhould permit him to decide the Affair, 


and tell them wherein Philander had Power 


to perform his Vow : This they agreed to, but 
to pleaſe the Maid; for they little expected 
from thence a ſatisfactory Determination. She 
inſtantly ſent for the Stranger from Dorifſa's 
Cottage, and placing him in the Midſt of the 
Company, related: herſelf the melancholy Story, 
omitting only the Circumſtance of Melifſa's 
Death : When ſhe had finiſh'd her Tale, ſhe 
addrefles herſelf to the pretty Judge; And 
now, Sir, ſaid ſhe, wherein do you believe 
Philander has the Power to perform his Vow, 
and make this Gentleman a Satisfaction equal 
to his Wrongs, Aſter ſome Pauſe, the Youth 
gravely and deliberately told them, he could 


percelye no way wherein it could be in the 
K 2 | Lord 
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Lord Philander's Power to make ſuch Satis- 
faction as ſhe mentioned, but by marrying the 
Lady, and thereby retrieving the Honour of 
Theadore's Family: Right, Sir, ciied Phi- 
lander, that were indeed the only Way, and I 
am ſtill unhappy ; for the Lady is dead, elſe 
would Philander gladly pay his Vow; Know 
then, Philander, ſaid Emelia, that Meli ſſa 
lives, and lives to juſtly claim it: Here, Thea- 
dore, take thy Melifſa once more to thy 
Arms, and gite her Hand where Fate has 
given her Heart. Deſcription wou'd but de- 
baſe the different Paſſions, the Tranſports, and 
Amazement with which they were ſeiz'd, at 
finding, inſtead of the young Stranger, M- 
liſa there: The ſudden Storm of Joy which 
pour'd on their Souls, the Imaginations of the 
wiſe, and juſt, alone can paint. I ſhall only 
ſay, that when the Calm ſucceeded, they de- 
ſir d Melia to tell them how ſhe had ſo 
dexterouſly contriv'd that Funeral, and ſo long 
continu'd conceal'd from her inconſolable 
Friends. She inform'd them that it was all 
compleatly manag'd by the Care and Confi- 
dence of her Woman Selenea, who faithfully 
contriv'd this as a means to ſtifle the innumer- 
able Reproaches which ſhe fear'd to meet with, 
from the too nice Virtues of her female Ac- 

quaintance 3 
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quaintance : That ſhe remain'd * conceal'd at 
'a Relation of Selenea's, until ſhe found how 
Matters went with her Brother and Lord Phi. 
ander; that when ſhe found the latter was on 
the Point of Marriage, ſhe reſolv'd to end her 
Days in a Convent, and diſcover berſelf to 
none of her Acquaintance, except Emelia, who 
ſhe believ'd had good Nature enough in her to 
rejoice that ſhe was living, and Honour enough 
to conceal it, That her Sincerity in this Jaft 
Affair had much furpaſs'd her Expedtation, 
fince it exceeded even the utmoſt Bounds of 
Friendſhip, Well, nothing but Joy was 
now ſeated -on each Countenance ; Philander 
muſt prepare to keep his Vow, and the Ce- 
remonies which were to have join'd him to 
Emelia, maſt now make ready to compleat 
Aſeliſſa's Happineſs —— They had nothing 
now to do before they were compleatly bleſs'd, 
but to diſſuade the fair Emelia from 'a Reſo- 
lution ſhe had taken to retire herſelf to the 
Nunnery, that Eife beſt ſuiting the Calm. 
neſs of her Mind: They could not bear the 
Thoughts of parting with fo rare a Jewe}, 
and their future Peace confiſted in her friendly 
Councils ; but ſhe modeſtly declin'd the Oſ- 
fers they made her, begging ſhe might be 
permitted to retire to the Nunnety.—— This 

KC 3 for 
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for a while drew a Veil of Sorrow o'er the 
dazzling Scene, when the youthful bluſhing 
Theadore thus began: Forgive me, O divine 

Emetia ! if I at Length unfold a Tale that 
may perhaps offend thine Ear; forgive me, 
dear Philander, if I confeſs that all the Pains 
you gave me, fell ſhort of thoſe I have felt for 
fair Emelia; I ſaw her, I admir'd, I heard 
Her, and I lov'd; I knew ber, and ador'd; 
but thou wert mighty, and [I fear'd offending : 
She lov'd Philander, and I fear'd her Scorn, 
ſo long in Silence ſigh'd: But now, ye gentle 
Powers, Emelia's free, then let not Theadore, 
(fince ſhe deals Happineſs where'er ſhe comes) 
have Cauſe to ſay Emelia is unkind, and be 
the only Wretch amidſt ſo many. Will Fate 
never have done with poor Emelia, and muſt 
ſhe have a Husband at laſt, whether ſhe will 
or no? She had no Averſion to Theadore, 
but on the contrary, retain'd always @ particu. 
lac Eſteem for his Virtues, but ſhe had no In- 
clination to be marry'd, for her Love-fit was 
now entirely over : However, this Diſcovery pre- 
ſently 1nſpir'd emwith new Matter for Intreaty, 
and their eternal Repoſe ſeem'd plac'd in the 
Complaiſance of her Determination; Thea- 
dore muſt be miſerable without Emelia; and 


if Theadore is miſerable, can Meli ſſa ever 
hope 
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hope for Joy ? If ſhe wants Joy, Philander 
can't be bleſs'd. Thus was the embarraſa'd 
on all Sides, and the Goodneſs ſhe had hi- 
therto beſtow'd, only dealt them an Idea of 
imperfect Happineſs. To make ſhort of my 
Story, after an Age of Solicitations, ſhe was at 
Length prevail'd upon to become Theadore's 
Bride; and ſure the Endowments of his Mind, 


pleads an Excuſe ſufficient for à much eaſier 


Condeſcention: They loft no Time, but flew 
with Wings of Love into the welcome Chains 
of Matrimony, and the Ceremonies were per- 
form'd together, at Philander's Palace, whilſt 
Acclamations of Joy, like Thunder, ſhook the 
very Orbs above em. Publick Rejoicings 
were made throughout the Country ; nothing 
was talk'd of but theſe happy Lovers; the 
flighted Swain upbraided his cruel Fair one, 
with the Conſtancy and Love of the Ladies ; 
and the forſaken Nymph, her ungrateful Lover, 
with the Gratitude and Honour of the Gentle- 
men: They were admir'd by all, and envy'd 
by none, except thoſe who were entire Stran- 
gers to the bright Qualifications which ap- 
pear'd in theſe amiable People. 

We have already mention'd ſo many In. 
ſtances of Emelia's Goodneſs, that *twere need- 
leſs to repeat what the Reader may be afſur'd 
of, the Pleaſure ſhe now takes in diſtributing 

| thoſe 
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thoſe Benefits the Powers had ſo deſervedly 
| beſtow'd upon her; (for Theadore had large 
Poſſeſſions) PII only ſay, that her entire 
Study is ta maintain thoſe Principles which 
firſt ſounded in her Heart, that Honour, Good- 
nefs, and Virtue, by which ſhe has attain'd to 
. every Heighth of Happineſs. As ſoon as the 
Rejoicings, and troubleſome Ceremonies were 
over, ſhe abundantly rewarded her faithful 
Servant Dori ſa; for all her friendly Services, 
beſtowing on her all ſhe had left in her Poſ- 
ſeſſion, which had been much improv'd by the 
induſtrious Girl: Melifz allo recompenc'd 
Selenea with her old Poſt, adding thereto ſe. 
veral rich Preſents worthy her Acceptance; nor 
did Emelia forget her Promiſe to her fair 
Sweet-heart of the Inn: Ph#lander, Theadore, 
and Mliſſa, who took the greateſt Delight 
imaginable in hearing Emelia recite her Ad- 
ventures during the Time of her Exile, were 
prodigioufly diverted with this Story, and or- 
der'd the Maid forthwith to be ſent for. The 
cruel Parents no ſooner heard that their Daugh- 
ter muſt appear before the Duke and Dutcheſs, 
but they concluded it muſt be concerning an 
. Impeachment, or at leaſt, their Practices in 
ſome reſpect or other; ſo, conſcious of their 
Guilt, they made ſure of all the ill. gotten 
Wealth they could poſſeſs themſelves of, and 


flew 
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flew to a void a juſt Puniſhment. Enelia find» 
ing the Maid had a tolerable natural Genius, 
took her to wait on herſelf, that ſhe might the 
better be able to cultivate the growing Prin- 
ciples of Virtue and Juſtice ſhe found already 
| blooming in her; and root out even the Idea 

of the abominable Practices ſhe had too often 
been oblig'd to conceal. Thus did the charm- 


ing Fair- ones go on, excelling all in Charity, 


Sweetneſs, and Virtue, as did their adoring 
Spoules, in Love, Honour, and Indulgence, 


Whoſe fair Examples ſtill this Truth record, 
Virtue, and Love, muſt meet their juſt Reward, 
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Fancy 'tis a fix'd Maxim amongſt our 
modern Writers, that to ſay well, and 
live ill, are the great and only Buſineſs 
of our Lives, and all we need to do, to 
gain us Fame, and Happineſs; to make us 
mighty in the Eye of Man, and in the Soul of 
Pleaſure : Otherwiſe, ſo many ingenious Per- 
ſons wou'd never take the Pains they do in 
preſcribing Rules for others, which not in the 
leaſt enter'd into their Heads to have praftis'd 
themſelves, only to ſet a Gloſs over their own 
Actions, and cover Vice under the Cloak of 
Virtue, I could excuſe thoſe, who for Want 
of Learning have run into Errors which 1 
wiſe 
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wiſe might have been avoided ; but, in my 
Opinion, Hypocriſy is a Crime unpardonable: 
However (as Times go) it is a faſhionable one, 
and we labour not now to be good, but to ho 
thought ſo. As for my Part, I have but lately 
diſcern'd the Difference e Wiſdom and 
Folly, and have more Reſpect for the World, 
than to be int irely out of the Faſhion; fo that 
it is impoſſible I ſhould be without a Share of 
the latter; when it is born in the Mind, Paing 
muſt be hes er we can utterly es, and 
root it out; and tho* our Reſolutions ſtrive 
againſt it, it often unawares ſteals in upon us, 
and breaks into our Converſations without our 
Leave or Knowledge, as tho' it boldly clain'd 
its native Empire. The Guardian, Judgment, 
firſt perceives it, grows angry at the Inſult, and 
calls Reaſon to her Aid, who once mate ba- 
niſhes the Foe ; till tir*d, by being often thus 
oppos'd, at length, perhaps, it flies us. I have 
here undertaken to draw in Miniature, a few of 
the Follies I have remark'd during my ſhort 
Refidence in this Life, but not with the above 
mention'd View. Nor would I, on any Ac- 
count, endeavour to perſuade my Sex, that J 
am ſuch an intire Enemy to all their pretty 
Failings, as to aboliſh the long eſtabliſſid 
Name of Woman, by a too ſurly, and obſti- 


nate, Adherence to Trath and Wiſdom ; no, I 
"Wiz 
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ſcorn ſuch unprecedented Proceedings; and, 
poſſibly, from myſelf I may draw a lively Re- 
ſemblance of others. Bleſs me! then ſays the 
Lady, who perceives the plaineſt Likeneſs, to 
be ſure, Malice only muſt excite you to expoſe 
your own Failings rather than hide other 
People's. Say fo ſtill, ſay I; for I am certain 
the Good and Wiſe will believe me, when I 
aſſure em, I had no other Motive than to deter 
thoſe 'whoſe Years and Converſations has not, 
as yet, introduc'd the riper Follies of the Age, 
from falling into Snares, eſpecially thoſe laid 
by Women, who, to my certain Knowledge, 
are greater Foes to Virtue, and contribute more 
to the Ruin of their own Sex, than does all 
the Wiles and Seducements generally laid to 
the Charge of Mankind. A very {mall Time, 
but a large Quantity of Experience, has taught 
me that Wiſdom and Folly are two very oppo- 
ſite Enemies, and that Folly, thro' a natural 
Deſire of agrievating her Antagoniſt, is always 
ſollicitous in increaſing the Number of her Fol- 
lowers and Admirersz a good Foundation for 
that old, but juſt Saying, that Evil Communi- 
cation corrupt good Manners. I am ſorry I 
can ſay ſhe but too well ſucceeds; for I be- 
liete; at preſent, poor Wiſdom and Virtue 
have but very few left to defend em, and theſe 
too, chiefly conſiſt of Fugitives from Folly, who, 
ö L tir d 
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tir'd with the toilſome Pleaſures of her Reign, 
find more ſweet Content in a Cottage with 
Virtue, than in the noiſy Crowd, attended by 
Broils, Diſeaſes; and even the worſt of Tor- 
mentors, their own Conſcience. Few, indeed, 
there are of theſe ; for Vice, like an evil Com- 
panion, is not eaſily got rid of, without ha- 
zarding every thing that is/ dear, except fu- 
ture Peace; and that's a Jewel ſeldom ſought 
for: Yet would we conſider its ineſt ĩimable 
Value when found, how pleaſant and delight- 
ful to the Mind the Paths that are trod in Search 
of it, the ſoft, the heavenly Repoſe we meet 
when at our Journey's End, and know how 
Jong will laſt, ſor ever! That Joy and 
Peace will laſt for ever; that Thought might 
make us endure an Age of mortal Pain, and 
think it but a Day well ſpent: There we have 
no Uncertainties; we're | not careſs'd To-day, 
and murder'd To-morrow : No Courts with 
-gilded Outſides, which harbour Death with- 
in ; no deluding Lights, which lead to guilty 
Pleaſures, rewarded with eternal Puniſhments ; 
Puni ſnments inflicted by a Judge who won't 
be brib'd, or delay the Execution) half a Day, 
- for all that worthleſs Droſs we pay our Adora. 
tion to. lu the Purſuit of this Treaſyre, we 
drudge not on in continual Slavery, for Plea- 
- ſures which we gain and loſe, both in a Mo- 
. — ment, 


® 
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ment, or continue under the Directions of 2 
Maſter ungrateful, deceitful, and ambitious; 
whoſe Yoke is galling, and whoſe Wages is 
laſting Death. Fhe King there ſerv'd is juſt, 
is powerful, his Burdens are light, bis Service 
ſubſtantial Bliſs, and his Rewards Crowns of 
eternil Glory. What a Difference is here; 
Reflect ion on this might make a Hermit of @ 
Eibertine. Wou'd we conſult but Reaſon, we” 
might quickly diſcerrall this; for ſhe is a juſt 
Guide, and won't I:ad us wrong; but we ba- 
niſh her as we do our true Friends, and ima- 
gine her unfa ithful beeauſe ſhe won't flatter. T 


know her Worth; for ſhe has often reſolv'd 


my D.ubts, and never fail'd her utmoſt En- 
deavours to aſſute me of the Certainty of that 
happy Delling; for I muft confefs I have 
ſometimes queſtion'd it, perceiving ſeveral of 
the Rules taught by idvlatrous Bigots, to be 
intirely ſuperſtitious, and inconfiſtent with 
Truth and Reaſon. —If there is an Almighty 
Being, ſaid I, who is the Author of Goodnefs, 
he muſt” conſequently himſelf be both good 
and juſt; then why ts he repreſented by theſe 
mock religious Blockheads to be the contrary * 
for I proteſt, I have heard ſome of em talk 
fuch Things of him, as can never be thought 
by me to be either good or juſt. Divers are 


the a Abſurdities they tell ye he is the 
L2 Author 
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Author of; one in particular (and not the 
Jeaſt) I cannot omit mentioning, by Reaſon I 
know of no Calamity, which has driven my 
own Sex into greater Errors, than this falſe 
Opinion has done. I have known a Hundred 
Women fit down contented with their own ill 
Conduct, and fancy'd their Crimes unblame- 
able, becauſe, forſooth, they cou'd not he Ip 
committing them. Predeſtination, I mean 5 
tis ſomewhat ſtrange to me that the Almighty 
ſhou'd ordain whatever Good or Evil we com- 
mit, yet puoiſh, or reward us, according to 
our Deeds, {hall he order us to do Evil, yet pu- 
niſh us for obeying his Commands; or ſhall he 
reward us ſor the Good we could not help do- 
ing? No; this is neither Wiſdom, nor Juſ- 
tice 3 and yet he muſt he wiſe and juſt, They Il 
tell ye withal, that that Power grieves at the 
Death of a Sinner: They may as well ſay, that 
a Father commands his Son to go into the Fire, 
and weeps afterwards that he is burnt, Good 
lackaday ! ſays one, how hard is my Deſtiny 3 
what have Lever done, that the Lord ſhould 
ordain me ſuch cruel Fortune? They are much 
in the right on't, What indeed! They may 
well murmur againſt the Lord, if they believe 
he deals ſo unjuſtly by them. If every good 
or evil Fortune, that we meet thro' Scenes of 
Life, muſt be ordain'd, and not to be avoided, 
why 
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why ſhou'd the Almighty take a particular 


| Spight tothe one, or Liking to the other, to 


order the one Good, and t'other Evil, before 
he has form'd em; to know whether or not they 
may deſerve either ; or if his All ſeeing Judg- 
ment intends to make them deſerving, or unde: 
ſerving, yet it is unjuſt to fhew ſo great a Dif- 
ference between Children who are all of the 
{ame Parent, They'll anſwer you to this, that 
he ordains us Puniſhments in this Life, to make 
our Rewards the greater in the other; and Be- 
nefits,” to ſee how we will diſpoſe em. Here 
they contradict themſelves; for if we act (as 
they ſay we do) intirely according to his Ordi- 
nation, we muſt diſpoſe our Wealth, or beat 
our Afflictions, as he makes us; and I don't 
think our Merit à Bit the greater for doing 
what we can't help: Neither is his Power or 
Goodneſs increas'd, by beftowing Rewards or 
Puniſhmenrs, for Good or Evil, which we at 
by Force. This is a blaſphemous Opinion 
and defames' his Dignity, Honour, Goodneſs,” 
and Juſtice ; enough 10 make Atheiſts of all 
the World, as, indeed, there are already too 
many; and why? Becauſe their Underftand: 
ing won't permit em to believe theſe and ſe- 
yeral other ſcandalous Errors introduc'd by ſo 
many different Preachers of Religion; ſo 
many different Ways they make to lead: to 

L 3 Hea- 


114 4 Lookingeglaſe 


Heaven, yet tell ye there is but one true one; 
that no Wonder they. believe there is none at 
all. This is for Want of confulting Reaſon 5 
for ſhe cou'd teach them to deſpiſe theſe ſu- 
perſtitious Folltes, and ſhew em that Man's 
wicked Inventions. brought them | forth, for 
private Intereſt, Grudge, or ſome- ambitious 
End; and that neither the Heavens, or any 
thing therein, ever ordain'd, that ſuch Wretches 
ſhay'd breed Diſcord amongſt Mankind. E 
fancy they will find at Length, (notwithſtand- 
iog their thriving Deceit) that the Almighty 
Judge is truly good, and juſt, and will impar- 
tially judge, and condemn them, for acting ac- 
cording to their own accurſed Inclinations, and 
not by any Force of his. Some there are, no 
doubt, who are both good and wiſe; and, me- 
thinks, tis Pity they cannot, ſuppreſs theſe 
Traders in Religion, to hinder the ſacred 
Theme from being ſo fooliſhly and publickly 
bandled, by falſe Teachers, and deceitful K 
diots, who ſets. ſuch plain Examples of the 
taking Liberties with. divine Affairs, that the. 
very Rabble muſt. imitate them, and in their 


molt obſcene Converſations conteſt about Holy 
Matters: You, ſhall ſcarce, read an inſigniſi · 
cant Letter, but you ſhall find a Dozen or two, 
ef Gd in it; the very Farthing . Ballads are, 


vo leſs ſtot d with Deities, and inſtead of Bal. 
lads, 
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Fads, it is common to hear the Pſalms we ſing 
in Churches, hallow'd by Slaves about the 
Streets, for Half-pence. Nor is that Name, 
which we mou'd tremble: but to hear, treated: 
with more Reſpect than we ſhould treat the 
Name of, an inferior Officer. I any ſurpriz'd; 
that F olly, and Wickedheſs, has overcome the 
People, ſo that an Awe does not ſeize them, 
e'er they make Mention of ſuch mighty and 
divine Affairs, at lealt,, without that due and 
holy Reverence we ought to pay before our 
heavenly Benefactor. There are of theſe Tra- 
ders alſo, who aſſure us, that the only Way to 
merit Heaven, is by deſtroying its Handywork, 
and, thro' a pretended. Zeal to Religion, not 
only rob their poor Fellow-creatures, but moſt 
barbaroully murder them into the Bargain, be- 
cauſe they cannot follow, their villanous Super- 
ſtitions, believe as their Whimſies command, 
and ſerve the Lord, by heaping Riches on. 
their ſordid Teachers. I can ne ver 1 


can, let em endeavOur it by gentle Mo 
ſhew better Examples than they ſee in others, 
and win em by the Proſpect they may have of 
a happy. Change, but never offer Force; for 
he cannot ſerxe a Maſter faithfully who is com 


'd:t « without. tion, and made a 
pellbd to Inclinat +566 
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believe they rightly a&, 'otherwiſe than that it 
rightly anſwers the End of Avarice, and Am- 
bition, We ſuppoſe an earthly King to be 
abore a mean Action, then why do they talk 
of lo many mean Things, which they ſay are 
acted, or ordered to be ated by the King of 
Kings? No, no, *tis none of his Directions; 
he is great, and above Meanneſs; nothing that 
Thought can form, mean, unjuſt, or infignifi- 
cant, proceeds from him; no ſuperſtitious 
Rules, or Puppet - ſnow Worſhips, will bring 
you a Step the neater to his Gates; for theſe 
are below his Dignity: His Porters takes no 
Bribes, or is his Servents admitted to deliver 
eur: fooliſh, and „u Petitions. His 
Fudgment's penetrating; and : he knows our 
Worth; ſo will reward it: When we deviate 
from that, himſelf condemns us, as his Great- 
neſs ſhall ſee proper. He delights not in Tor- 
ture, or Mortifications; for he is good, and 
tender-hearted: If the Faithful; in Diſtreſs, ſue 
to him with Retetence; and Sincerity (bir not 


for ambitious'Trifles) be wilt beds i them, and 


grant their Requeſts ; for he is compatHonate, 
and, tho great, void of Pride. This I am 
certain of; for I have prov'd it true, How 
happy vob it be for fome Wo want not 
Men to ſerre him as they ought, to think as I 


do; 
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do: In order to perſuade: em to it, B writs 
theſe Obſervat ions. Could my Abilities come 
near the Greatneſs of my Theme, or Sincerity 
of my Intentions, they might indeed prove 
worthy the Peruſal. However, they are full 
of Truth; and if the Reader has a. Mind to 
be ſo too, let em ſhun, as. near as poſſible, all 
the. Follies I deſcribe, and converſe with the 
Wiſe ; for Folly is the very Soul of Vice, and 
is always ſo delighted wich. irfelf, that nothing 
but what bears its own Likeneſs, can, poſlibly, 
be agreeable. This is verified n the firſt 1 
treat of, which is that of being een s 
at Nonſenſdd. ** 


Woman praiſe the Niceneſs uf her Judgment, 
and cande wan falſe Opinions 3 When her whele 


Soul has been one Lump of, | Folly,; which the 
very next Scene of Nonſence has diflolv'd into 


a moſt immoderate Fit of Laughter, perhaps, 
the Appearance of ſome: wiſe Philoſopher had 
had a diffexent Effect upon the Lady's Under- 
ſtanding, and introduced. the Spleen, the Va- 
pours; or ſome other faſhiqnable Diſtemper⸗ 
often! incident” to Ladies of Wit and Pleafure» 
What a ridiculous Sight it is and how near a 
Reſemblance it has of Bedlam, to ſee a Parcel 
of Women running to and to in a * 
vet 
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ſereral Minutes without ceaſing, laughing to 
fo violent a Degree, that you'd ſwear *twere the 
Expiration of their Days, at no other Occafion | 
than the Sight of a Vizard, the awry Set of a 
Peruke, or Something full as trifling; nay, 
ſome there are, 'who without any at all, are 
often moved by the Spirit of Fully to expreſs 
themſelves true Subjects of that Power. Yet 
we ſhall ſtile them Criticks, and Ladies of 
Underſtanding, for being capable of telling 
who makes moſt Blunders at Table ; and, 
without conſidering themſelves, ridiculouſly 
Jeſting on the very ſame Indiſctetions,' which 
are the chief Praftice of their own Lives and 
Behaviour, —I happened to be once in Com- 
paiy with a Gentleman and his Spouſe, the 
Lady bad met with ſome Diſappointment, and 
ſeem'd melancholy ; ; the Gentleman difturb'd 
at ſceing his Conſort ſo dull, addreſſed himſelf 
to me, Prithee Miſs, ſaid: ke, talk a little of 
your Nonſence to divert my Wife. I own I 
mild at the Oddity of the Requeſt, thought 
it a ſtrange Way of diverting, and the only 
Thing would make me fad. However I re- 
ſected on my ſelf, and imagined, that tho' | 
might nat be ſenſible of my own Failings, I cer- 
tainly muſt have been heard to talk Nonſenſe, 
or the Man had never made that Speech, or 
fancy'd I ſhould then begin. If every Perſon 
2 were 
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were to criticize on the Sayings, of other People, 
only as thus, and to examine themſelves by 
them, how profitable an Advantage might be 
made of « every Ward we hear, and every Ac. 
tion we ſee, but we put our Gift of Under- 
ſtanding to a wrong Uſe, and inſtead of im- 
proving it, we make it the Inſtrument of Evil 
to both ourſelves and our Companions. If you 
aſk theſe pretty Apes why they play their witty 
Tricks, mimick their Friends, and make them- 
ſelves Buffoons, the Scorn of riper Judgment, 
they'll aſſure you, they know tis very filly, but 
they do it to appear agreeable, and comply 
with the Taſte of their Company. — A fad Ex- 
cuſe for Folly, if. we bave Wiſdom Jet us ſhew 
it; if the Company approves and learns, i; 
were a glorious Recompence, for what. can be 
a greater Pleaſure than to inſtruct Wiſdom? 
If they ſeem. diſpleas'd, and diſapprove, they 
are not worth covering with, and opght to be 
Mum d. Becauſe 1 ſee, and "know a, Parcel of 
People to be degenerate and baſe, ſhall Len. 
dea vour to imitate them? No, rather let n me, 
by contemning them, diſplay my own \ Virtues, 
or to fave Controverſy, keep Silence, Hon. 
eyer, this Folly, tho! it renders the Perſons pol. 
ſeſs d of it ſo ridiculous in the Ey ſes of the 
thinking Part of the World, contains the leaſt 
Evil of any, and ſometimes may divert, #3 0g 

There 
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' There is another Sort, which notwithſtanding 
it is the Height of Vice, and deſerves the ſeve- 
reſt Puniſhment, reigns uncontroul'd, and is the 
darling Bait generally laid by the Fair Sex, to 
catch even the moſt wary. This is a pretended 
Love of Religion ; Good Gods ! What Vil- 
lanĩes are practis d by thoſe Religious Ladies; 
and yet, the very Thing for which we ſhould 
abhor them, that falſe fair Covering, procutes 
them Awe, Reſpect, and Credulity, nay, leads 
their poor Admirers blindſolded to Ruin; for 
ſure *twould be Preſumption to oy the 
Goodneſs and Sincerity of a Saint. 1 have 
known ſome of them, who would ſtick at vo 
Crime that could be committed with Safety, 
and yet to gain Credit with the World, preach 
up for Religion, and rail at Vice like a Jeſuit, 
frequent conſtantly the Churches and Holy 
Communion, appear in Publick all Angels, 
and be in private the worſt of Devils. The 
very Proſtitutes are preferable to them, for they 
confeſs theit Crime with their Poverty. How 
can we expect Mercy from the Almighty Power, 
when the moſt ſacred Places dedicated to his 
Name, are prophan'd by ſuch Hypocrites'? 
Might true Religion ſhine i in the Colours he 
firſt painted it, *twauld. appear too tranſparetit 
to hide Deceit; and our worthy Actions would 
be a greater Proof of the Sincerity of our Re- 
ligion, 
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ligion, than all the Fuſs and Shew we make 
about it: If we heard a Man or Woman was 
religious, we ſhould aſk withal if they were 
good, if every Action of their Lives expreſs'd 
it, for Noiſe and Shew are ſolid Proofs of Hy- 
pocriſy, but empty ones of Truth. 


The Abuſe of Religion is a Vice which 
bears the blackeſt Dye, none is ſo near allied 
to it as Ingratitude, which is pretty much of 
the ſame Nature; this is only praCtis'd by thoſe 
of Human Species, eſpecially amongſt the Fe- 
male Part. How proud are we of the Noble- 
neſs of our Form, and how much do we prize 
ourſelves above the Animals of the Field, yet 
let even them outvie us in Juſtneſs; for the 
moſt fierce amongſt them ſcorn Ingratitude, and 
will protect, nay loſe their Lives for their Pre- 
ſervers and Benefators, whilſt on the contrary, 
we. lay our deepeſt Defigns againſt our chief 
Friends, and Relations, and when our Plots 
ſucceed, will brag how nicely they were bit. 
We think it a Scandal te be juſt, and ſeem 
aſhamed to acknowledge the moſt fincere 
Marks of Friendſhip. I have heard ſome of 
theſe ungrateful ones, rail with the bittereſt 
Imprecations againſt thoſe who have been the 
only Supporters of their Lives and Fortunes, 
and when their whole Store of Malice have 


M been 


122 A Loohing-Glaſs 

been exhauſted, Tis true, ſaid they, they 
have been very kind to me, but what of that? 
*twas their own Profer, their were not 1mpor- 
tun'd to it, and might have let it alone ; be- 
ſides, they can't expect me to be grateful, for 
they know very well it is nat in my Power ta 
make Returns. A barbarous Speech ! and 
whilſt they endeavour to excuſe their Ingrati- 
tude, they make it a thoufand Degrees worſe, 
what a beautify] Friendſhip muſt that be which 


offers its Support to the Diſtreſs'd without 


leaving room for adding the Pain of Importu- 
nity, and without the Hopes of a Return, for 
where Friendſhip 1s founded upon Intereſt, it 
15 improperly called Friendſhip, our private 
Ends, ourſelves it is we ſerve, but not our 
Friends. Then where we find it in its trueſt 
Light, the leaſt we can give in Return, is Praiſe 
and Acknowledgment ; our Friends to be ſure 
expect we ſhould ſpeak well of them, and ſtand 
their Champions againſt malicious Slanders. 
If they really have Failings, we ſhould, if poſ- 
fible conceal them, not be ourſelves the Inſtru- 
ments of their Defamation : Or when their 
long repeated Acts of Friendſhip have prov'd 


them true, vow em falſe from the inſin uating 


Tattle of every Tale- bearing Fool. If I am 
told that my Friend has deceived me, I'll not 
helieve it; if Jam told a ſecond time, IN en- 
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deavour to be convinced, and when I am fo, by 
ſome plain Demonſtration, I'l] ſuppoſe it more 
thro' Error than Deſign, howe rer, III aſk my 
Friend, then, if my Eyes and Ears have Proof 
by an obſtinate Declaration of Fal ſhood, I vill 
ſhun my. loſt Friend, and then only, believe 
em to be my Enemy, Yet even then, in Ab- 
ſence wiſh, and ſpeak them well, for their paſt 
Favours, concluding that my. own Conduct in 
{ome Meaſure coutributed to the Change, ſince 
I know a fincere Mind is ſeldom chang'd bur: 
by ſome great Occaſion, | 


There is a Kind of a buſy Vice, which a 
great Number of Ladies are poſſeſs'd of, who 
are never made happy, but when they are 
marring the Happineſs of other People. Theſe 
are juſt like Fools in a Play, for ever buſy, 
and for ever in Miſchief, What Pains de they: 
take, and how do they fatigue themſelves in 
traverſing the Town, to find out the Affairs of; 
their Neighbours, yet leave their own at home 
neglected. They will venture their Lives, 
nay, give their all for a Secret, which, in no 
manner at all, concerns em, yet ſet ſo little 


Store by what they have fo dearly purchas d, 
that they directly beſtow it on the next Goſſip 
they meet: There is no Safety where ele 


Gentlewomen frequent; for twere as eaſy for 
M2. them 
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them to ceaſe to be, as to ceaſe Cha'tering ; 
and, like People who talk in their Sleep, at 
Night, over the Tea-table, will reveal all 
their induſtrious Ears have fo diligently ga- 
ther'd in the Day. Theſe Creatures deſtroy 
the Pleaſure of Society, and every Perſon 
where they come ought to be upon their 
Guard, Not one Word is ſpoken, or Action 
done, that is not, ſurely, reprefented to the 
next Company, in a manrer, quite different 
from the Original!; for they are always Liars, 
and generally take away the Beauty of a good 
Deed, but never fails adding double to a bad 
one: Nay, when they want Matter for Dit- 
courſe, or Scandal, they'll make no Scruple of 
affirming ſuch monſtrous Lies and Abſurdities, 
as never could enter into the Thoyghts of any 
Thing leſs wretched than themſelves, and their 
inſatiate Talent muſt be ſupported at the Ex- 
pence of their Neighbours Reputations. Their 
Tongues are in perpetual Motion; not a Mortal 
in Town or Country ſo obſcure as to eſcape 
their Knowledge ; and nothing more common, 
than for them, whilſt they pretend a Friend- 
ſhip, to breed eternal Strife and Diſcord amongſt 
the moſt united Families. Sometimes their 
Inquiſitiveneſs perplex themſelves too; for no- 
thing can be a greater Mortificat ion to them, 
than to hear of other People's good Fortune, 
They 
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They will put themſelves into as great an 
Agony about it, as tho' they fancy'd their 
Words were capable of turning the Scale, as, 
indeed, ſometimes it happens; for whether 
wilfully, or thro' Miſtake, I know not; but I 
am certain I have often heard theſs glib-- 
tongu'd Ladies ruin many a good Deſign. 
What matters it to me, if my Neighbours - 
Affairs bave good or ill Succeſs, if their 
Cloaths are old, or new, their Dealings juſt, 
or unjuſt ? fo I. can keep my own Affairs on 
the Ballance, my Cloaths whole, and deal 
juſtly by all, What Buſineſs have I to enter- 
tain a Room full of People two or three Hours 
together, with the Conduct of a Family, which, 
perhaps, they never ſo much as heard the 
Name of in the whole Courſe of their Lives be- 
fore? I dined one Day with a Gemtlewoman, 
who, upon ſee ing of one of her female Neigh- 
bours paſling by the Window, ſet up.a loud 
Laugh. I muſt confeſs, I varied here a little 
from my natural Principle, and moy'd (Wo. 
man- like) by the Spirit of Curioſity, muſt 
needs ask who that Lady was ? Why, truly, 
replies the other, I do know who ſhe is, and 
yet I do not know ; for I gan tell you, whatever 
you may think of we, my Name is Mrs. Say- 
nothing, I never trouble my Head with that 
which does not concern me; it is no- Bread and 
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Butter of mine, and what does not lie in my 
Way ſhall never break my Shins; the Wo- 
man behaves very well to me, and what need 1 
c2re what ſhe does in her own private Apart- 
ment; I ſhall not be anſwerable for her 
Crimes : *Tis true, I have ſeen odd Sort of 
People there all Hours of the Nigbt, but what 
they bring in, or what they carry out, 1s no 
Affa ir of mine, as Jong as they take nothing 
from me, and let me reſt quiet in my own 
Houſe. —In ſhort, I found by the Sum of Mrs. 
Saynothing's Relation, that the Lady's Viſiters 
were no better than a whole Gang of Thieves, 
and herſelf a Receiver of Stolen Goods: and 
yet Mrs. Saynothing was ignorant of the Mat- 
ter, as in reality, I believe ſhe was. Were theſe 
Saynathing Gentlewomen's Diſcourſes to be 
pen'd in their own proper Characters, what a 
terrible Figure muſt they make, even in their 
own Opinions, when they perus'd them, and 
reflected on the ridiculous Miſuſe they had 
made of the only Thing they ſhould have held 
precious in Life, their Time; what contemp- 
tible, worthleſs Things, muſt they find them- 
ſelves to be, would they conſider, that, inſtead 
of anſwering the End of their Creation, To do 
Good in the World, they come into it, only 


to incumber it, plague it, and to ſet it together 


by the Ears, 
Several 
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Several there are, who take a particular De- 
light in Cenſure, and will ſwear every Wo- 
man they ſee a little decenter than common, is 
(as they call it) no better than ſhe ſhould be, 
and will affirm the ſame to the next Stander-by, 
as punctually, as tho' they had been the Bawd 
in ordinary, fer Seven Years paſt, when, in 
reality, they never beheld them before : If you 
enter their Houſes, they are immediately rob'd, 
if you uſe them kindly, you have ſome Deſign 
againſt them, in. ſhort, the whole World, be- 
fides themſelves, are no more than W -s, 
Rogues, and Thieves. How ill do they obey 
that Command in Holy Writ, which bids em 
not to judge; would they, as that directs 'em, 
judge only themſelves, they'd find but little 
Reaſon to ſpend their. Breath in cenſuring of 
others. It is not every Man that drinks with a 
Knave that is one, Rogues may ſometimes be 
found in the Churches, ſooner than the Jails, 
and Virtue will as readily prote& her Votary 
in a Stew, as in a Convent; we ought not to 
be uncharitable in our Opinions, leaſt the ſame 
we give ſhould be zeturn'd to us again, How 
will theſe Cenſurers condemn, and preſcribe 
Puniſhments, before they ſo much as know the 
Nature of the Offence, What pity it is, that 


Perſops who perhaps are innocent, ſhould have 
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their Names ſull ied, and their Livelihoods de- 
bar'd them, on the meer Surmiſes of theſe 
cruel Monſters; the ſen e reſt of Judges will ex. 
amine the Caſe beſore they caſt their Verdict, 
but they diſclaim Juſtice, and upon the leaſt 
Appearance of a Crime, they deſerve Hell-fire, 
Mays one, they will go to the Devil, ſays ano- 
ther: Were the Almighty Judge to ſay to 
every trifling Offence, you ſhall be puniſh'd 
with Hell-fire, we muſt all inevitably periſh ; 
yet they pretend to direct that Power, and 
teach him Rules, whereby to correct and puniſh 
his Creatures. This is Wickedneſs to the laſt 
Degree, and I think, a Crime almoſt too great 
for Pardon. 


There are a vaſt Number of Ladies, who 
are very particular for admiring every Thing 
that is new, and change their Acquaintance as 
often as they do their Apparel, which are both 
alike deſpis'd when they have ſerv'd too long. 
Theſe Ladies, as they are always prodigiouſly 
delighted with a new Faſhion, ſo they are with 


a new Face, and will barter the trueſt Friend- 
Mip that Time can produce, for an Hours 


Converſation with any Trifler: What. Proteſ- 
tations of Friendſhip will they make, what 
Tenderneſs expreſs, both by their Words and 
Behaviours ; you would ſwear them to be one 

| Com- 


for the Fair Sex. 129 


Compound of Goodneſs, never to be diffolv'd, 
when Deceit alone is their Province, and like 
the various Wind, no ſooner ſeem fix*d to one 
Point, but they forſake it for another. They 
are pretty much the ſame in their Amours as 
in their Friendſhips, and no Man wha con- 
verſes with them, but fancies himſelf ſole Maf- 
ter of their Paſſions; infinnating Falſhood ! I 
have known ſeveral different Lovers careſs'd 
by the ſame Lady, and each entirely happy in 
believing his Miſtreſs the only Pattern of Con- 
ſtancy in the Age. Nay, 'twere endangering 
a Life, ſo much as to ſuſpe her. Tis ama 
zing, that People who have Knowledge, ſhould 
be ſo blinded, tho' I muſt confeſs, Art is here 
in Perfection, and rarely to be diſtinguiſh'd 
from Nature. However, they who truſt to the 
Sincerity of theſe Deceivers, will find their 
Hopes built on a Foundation that will quickly 
fall, and the Fall be as ſudden as the Riſe, for 
you ſeldom are capable of perceiving their In- 
tentions; To-day you ſhall be the neareſt to 
their Heart and Perſon, and To-morrow ba- 
niſh'd from both, nor can the higheſt Degree 
of Merit procure you a Day added to the Date 
of their Affections: Change is to them become 
fo habitual, that *twere as great a Pain to them 
to continue a long Friendſhip, as a juſt Perſon 


feels to break one. They have long ſince lears'd, 
that 
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that Proteſtations are made of Wind, and can 
Aly like that, as far as is, from Truth the 
Tongues that make them, that broken Vows 
and Falſhoods are as faſhionable as their laſt 
Suit of Pioners, and ſhe that can beſt conceal 
her Art, and make it look like Nature, 1s the 
moſt accompliſh'd Gentlewoman. I have 
heard em ſay, there was a ſecret Pleaſure in 
Deceiving, and they were charm'd to think 
that the World fancied it knew 'em, when it 
did not. And yet, I think, a penetrating Judg- 
ment, after a Intle Experience, may fiad 'em 
out; that which is fo ſuddenly patch'd toge- 
ther, can never keep long whole, thoſe who 
are ſo immediately charm'd with every new 
Face, cannot be imagin'd to hold true to all, 
and each ſucceeding Favourite muſt conſequent- 
ly baniſh the Idea of the former. 


Some, again, have an excellent Talent of 
Bragging ; and, if you wou'd believe them- 
ſelves, there is nothing that is either Good, or 
Great, but they have ſome Claim to ; theſe 
too, are moſt admirable Liars, and will affect 
Grandeur, and talk of Equipage and Titles 
with as indolent an Air, as if the Globe were 
under their Command, when their whole Do- 
minions, perhaps, lies within the Confines of 
one empty Garret: If they have a Viſitor, it 
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is my Lady Somebody, a Lover, it is my Lord 
af Something; their Families, and Relations, 
are always noble, when moſt likely to be the 
Nurſlings of ſome Stall; for noble Blood never 
boalts its Fountain, and may be eafily di- 
ſtinguiſh'd from the Vulgar, without pro- 
claiming its own Merit; their every Action 
ſhews it: Twere as bard to diſguiſe a Mo- 
narch in Rage, as to make a Beggar act a 
King. Will my ſaying that my Bed's made of 
Down, make me fleep in Peace ? Or affirming 
that the Duke of this, or Prince of that, dines 
with me on fuch and fuch Rarities, ſhew Pm 
the better Gentlewoman ? No; rather let me 
own, that I lodge on a Pallat, with a Con- 
ſetence free from that unneceſſary Sin of Ly- 
ing; that my Food was wholeſome, my Com- 
pany honeſt; and let my B-haviour prove, 
whether, or aan [ deferve in Reality, what 
the others have but feign'd. The People who 
converſe with thoſe Braggers, are very happy; 
for they gain Titles, and become great Folks, 
as ſoon as ever they enter the Lift of their 
Followers. One of theſe great Ladies, dreſsd 
in, really, a very rich Suit of Cloaths, viſited 
a Gentlewoman one Day where I was, but 
could not, poffibly, ſtay long enough to drink 
Tea, by Reaſon ſhe was oblig'd to return 


* to give Orders to her Servants, to mn 
the 
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the Plate, duſt the Piers, and do a few odd 
Trifles in the Chambers; for ſhe expected my 

Lord and Lady, Lord knows who, to ſup - 
there. (Now you muſt know they often con- 
ceal the Place of their Abode, for ſome great 
State-Reaſon, or other.) A curious Stander- 
by, ſuſpeRting the Truth of the Relation, fol- 
low'd her, unperceiv'd, to her Lodging, and 
alſo to her Apartment; which happen'd to be 
a Garret belonging to a poor Chandler's Shop, 
in a very ſcandalous Street, The Lady's Pier 
was three-corner'd, and ſtood on the Lid of an 
old Powder-box, the reſt of the Furniture 
ſuitable, and her Servant, (for ſhe had no 
other) a poor, forlorn Cat. She was much 
ſurpriz d at ſeeing the Gentleman, and would 
have perſuaded bim that ſhe call'd there on 
her Waſherwoman ; but an officious old Wo- 
man running in haſtily, to deliver a Meſſage 
ſhe had taken in, in her Ladyſhip's Abſence, 
{ſpoilt the Scheme. You may readily gueſs her 
Confufion ; for ſhe could never ſtand the 
Shock of paying another Viſit at the ſame 
Place, So, when they are found out, they - 
pretend fome Diſlike to the Behaviour of one 
or other, and (as they term it) drop the Ac. 
quaintance. I don't intimate this by Way of 
reflecting on Poverty, nor had I any Objection 
to the Lady, or her Garret; twas her ſtupid 
P ride, 
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Pride, and unneceſſary Lies, which diſturb'd 
me, for No-body enquir'd after her Plate, her 
Piers, or who, or what ſhe had at Supper; nor 
had ſhe been found out, had ſhe held her 
Tongue. Some, perhaps, may imagine, that 
as the World is ſway'd by Intereſt, this pre- 
tended Grandeur may gain 'em Eſteem and 
Credit; indeed, ſo it may, from Fools, and 
Self-intereſted Wretches, but there they'll meet 
with nothing but a few fair Looks and 
Speeches, till they have no more Money to give 
or lend, and, as for Perſons of Senſe, 'Truth» 
and Generofity, they'll never deſpiſe you for 
being poor. *Tis a Crime, in my Opinion, tg 
endeavour to gain Credit with a Fool. I have 
been, and am, forc'd to converſe with many, 
but ſo happy witha], as not to be able to ob- 
tain either their good Will, or good Word 
nay, on the contrary, they have repreſented me 
co be every thing which Malice could invent, 
nor do I ever defire they ſhould do otherwiſe, 
fince I am certain, what is agreeable to them, 
muſt be inconſiſtent with Good Senſe, Good 
Nature, Juſtice, and Good Manners, 


- Beſides this bragging Pride, there is another 
Sort, which chiefly confiſts of Self-Love, and 
thoſe poſſeſs'd of this, are never pleas'd but 
when their own Beauty and Dreſs is the general 
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Sabject. Tbey always have a Number of ex- 
piring Lovers at a time, and they never ſtir 
abroad but they bring home Hearts; if you 
know not to be laviſh in falſe Praiſes and Flat” 


tery, you have no Share in their Favour, but if 


you can ſeriouſly proteſt em a Venus, tho as 
deteſtable as Meduſa, you'll gain free Acceſs to 
all within their Power: It is impoſſible for a 
Man to ſmile on em without being a Slave, 
and they fancy all who bchold 'em, oblig'd to 
be as greatly enamour'd with their Charms, as 
they are themſelves; they think nothing ſo en- 
tertainiog, as the recital of their ſilly Amours, 
and are ſo vain as to imagine, that Nature for 
them alone reſerv'd her pureſt Mold, and Hea- 
ven, when that was form'd, ſent all its Aid to 
make the Mind as perfect as the Body, What 
an odd Tribe of Deformities have beliey'd all 
this, one in particular, who had nothing above 
her Fellows but Vanity, going on ſome Occa- 
fion to a Houſe in the City, was handed out of 
her Coach by a complaiſant young Spark, who 
accidentally ſtood at the Door, ſome few 
Months after, the ſame poor Gallant, having 
had a very great Loſs, (and perhaps diſtem- 
per'd before) run mad: The Lady no fooner 
heard of the Gentleman's Misfortune, but ſhe 
immediately concluded, that his Heart and 
Senſes were both loft gerber, in that fatal Mo- 

ment, 
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ment, when his cruel Deſtiny plac'd him at 
that Door, where he ſo unhappily beheld her 
Beauty; and has frequently ſince, in publick 
Companies, moſt ridiculouſly boaſted of the 
Conqueſt, I know not how to define this Sort 
of Folly, and I have often thought the Woman 
madder than her imagin'd Lover, *T were a 
perfe& Comedy to ſee ſome of theſe Mortals 
walk the Streets, with a Parcel of credulous 
Blockheads guarding 'em from the Aſſaults of 
ſome empty Cozch, which, by their Relation, 
is plac'd at the Corner of the Street, to convey 
them by Force to the Arms of a mighty Lord, 
or Duke, They never enter an Aſſembly, but 
they over-hear private Conſultations concerning 
the Means to bear away the Prize: This they 
inſtantly communicate to ſome officious Fop, 
who directly orders the Guard to be doubled, 
walks foremoſt with Swerd in Hand, and eſ- 
teems himſelf the greateſt Hero in being, in 
having conducted them ſafe within their own 
Walls; when at the ſame time, the ſuppos'd 
Conſpirators had thought the Lady full dearly 
purchas'd at the Expence of a Beef-Stake and 
a Pint of Wine, You cannot offer thoſe Mor. 
tals a greater Injury, than to contradict 'em in 
any of their Faults; they believe themſelves in- 
capable of being in an Error, and if you pre- 
tend to correct their Conduct, they entirely 

N. 2 diſap- 
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diſapprove of your Underſtanding, for not hav- 
ing Judgment enough to know that theirs is 
perfect; they deem you guilty of a Crime for 
not approving theirs; and will opbraid you 
with III- nature, or Inſincerity, besauſe you 
can't be entertain'd wich their Impertinence, 
They will aim at Politeneſs, and talk in a 
high Stile, yet tranſlate the Language after 
ſuch a Manner, that I defy even themſelves to 
gueſs the Meaning, If you gently inſtructs 
and ſhew how they have been miſtaken, your 
Friendſhip will be reſented as a mighty Af- 
front, and diſoblige ſo highly, that you are 
ever aſter look'd upon as the greateſt Enemy; 
they. will perſiſt in their Folly, and make 
more frequent Repetitions of their Speeches, 
leaſt you ſhould imagine they have Senſe 
enough to follow your Advice, This is an ob- 
ſtinate Folly, I don't blame them for being 
deficient in Learning, but I blame them for 
not being defirous of improving the little they 
have: I think that Perſon, who would tell 
- me of a Fault, and ſhew me a juſt Reaſon 
why it was one, would by me be eſteem'd 
dearer than my Life, and the only Perſon I 
ſhould wiſh to live and die with; but then it 
ſhould not be in an ill-natur'd, ſcoffing, or 
publick Manner, but mildly, in Friendſhip, 
and alone, as I have done myſelf by ſeveral, 
and 
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and met with the ſame Thanks I have before 
mentioned. Some of thoſe Wretches, who hap- 
pens to have a little Wealth, are ſo monſtrous- 
imperious, and inſolent, that every Thing 
which 1s not Fortune's Favourite, 1s deſpis'd 
and ſcom'd, the very Ground they tread on is 
thought unworthy to hold fo great a Treaſure; 
they are above Devotion, and frequent publick. 
Worſhip only to ſhew their Dreſs and haughty 
Mein; all they have Command over, are us'd* 
like Slaves, nor have they one good Quality. 
to recommend them; and I know no Deſcrip- 
tion juſt enough for ſuch Women, except that- 
which Milton gives of Satan in his firſt rebel- 
lious State. Would not any body ſuppoſe, 
that Pride had turn'd a Woman's Brain, to- 
know her ſet out on the moſt urgent Expedi- 
tion, yet ſee her ſtand up at a Door a Quarter 
of an Hour together, leaſt ſhe ſhould give an 


Opportunity to ſome of the paſſing Croud, of 


taking the Wall of her. 


There is one Sort of a reigning Fully, which 
very much diſturbs me, by reaſon I can find no 
manner of End whatſoever that it anſwers, nor 
does it ever ſerve for any other Uſe, than to tor- 
ment and plague thoſe who are poſſeſs d of it, 
and theſe are your Gent le women who are al- 
ways hunting after Fortune-tellers. What a, 


N 3. deal 
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deal of precious time do they waſte, in poking 
their Noſes into every Tea or Coffee Cup they 
meet with; what a World of direful Omens 
are frequently diſturbing their Quiet, as tho? 
all the Inhabitants of the other World were 
employ'd in ſetting things acroſs, breaking 
Glaſſes, ſpilling Salt, making Fires burn dull, 
tumbling down Chairs, and many other miſ- 
chievous Exerciſes to bode People III. Sure 
they muſt have a very ſtrange Notion of the 
Supreme Power, to fancy he ſends his Servants 
on ſuch frivelous Errands ; for if theſe things 
are done to ſhew that ill Fortune is to follow, 


it muſt be by ſome unſeen Power, fince Stools, 


Tables, Chairs, &c. were never thought wiſe 
enough of their own Accord, to Divine, I 
have ſeen a Woman fit from Morning till Night 
over a Pack of Cards, enquiring of them her 
Fate; when a good Card (as ſhe call'd it) ap- 
pear'd, what Raptures has ſhe been in, Joy 
| has ſhew'd itſelf in her Viſage, ſhe has kiſs'd 
the Card a thouſand times over, and been as 
poſitively ſure of an Eſtate, as tho' ſhe had it in 
her Pocket: When, upon the next ſhuffling of 
the Cards, quite the contrary have been repre- 
ſented to her View, here it were amazing to 
behold her Change of Temper, the Bloom has 
left her Cheeks, her Lips turn'd pale, every 
thing near her has diſpleas'd, and ſhe but 
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ſeem'd one Lump of black Deſpair. Thus has 
ſhe tormented herſelf the live- long Day, from 
Joy to Deſpair, and from Deſpair to Joy againz 
nor has ſhe had Power to ſpare a Moment for 
her other Affairs. One would think that the 
Devil had invented this, to plague thoſe whom 
he had no other Power over; ſure Reaſon 
flies from ſuch People, or they might ſoon 
diſcover their Error, yet, if you talk to them, 
they'll all tell you, They can aſſure you, they 
put no manner of Belief in ſuch Things, they 
only do it to divert Time away; if ſo, me- 
thinks, *twere pity they were bleſs'd with 
Time, fince they can make no better Uſe of it, 
than to divert it away ſo idly. Tho' I know 
this to be falſe, for they can't diſguiſe the 
Faith they put in this filly Evil, Befides, I 
ſhould think, what proves a Mortification cou'd 
not be diverting, ſor they cannot always meet 
good Fortune, bad muſt ſometimes come in 
its turn. I knew a young Gentleman, that did 
not want for Underſtanding in other Refſpects, 
who, upon a Woman's telling him in a Tea 
Cup, that he ſhould die in Three Weeks time, 
forſook his Companions, grew pale, and waſted 
away, to ſuch an admirable Degree, that I be- 
lieve, had ſhe ſet a longer Date than Three 
Weeks, he had really died within the Time 
with meer Conceit. You fhall often hear em 

| lay, 
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ſay, that they are going to a Fortune: teller, 
whom they believe deals with the Devil, for 
he knows but every thing. What Monſters 
muſt they be for going thither, if they think 
ſo2 This were as much as to ſay, they would 
een go to Hell, rather than not ſatisfy their 
Curiofity, No, it is neither in that Spirit's 
Power, or the Fortune-teller's, to know what. 
Chance only may produce , however, their good 
Will to fin is never the leſs. Some ſay they 


are inſpir'd by a Divine Power with Know- 


ledge; this is worſt of all, that they ſhould 
have the Impudence to cloak their Cheats un- 
der ſuch a blaſphemous Pretence, when 'tis 
faid, that the very Angels in Heaven does not 


know the Will of their Lord; yet theſe pretty | 


Creatures mult be ſo highly honour'd, To what 
End? What Good can it produce to human 
Kind, that this. Pains ſhould be taken by the 
Author of Goodneſs, to torment the Minds of 
the People? telling *em what Evil is to befall 
em, can't make em avoid it, for if it is already 
determin'd, it muſt be irrevocable; and in. 
forming them of good Fortune, can be no Be- 
nefit, but rather leſſens it; for if a Bleſſing 
comes una wares to us, it is acceptable, but by 
long Expectation we grow ſo impatient, that 


when it comes tis pall'd and without Reliſh; 


this ſhews that Gopdneſs can never be the Au- 
thor 
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thor of this Folly, for Evil only attends it, and 
I would adviſe every Perſon to avoid ſuch filly 
Converſation as would introduce it, for it is 
neither agreeable to the Mind (if rightly con- 
ſider'd ) profitable, or ſerviceable, I can't ſay 
I fo much blame the Proſeſſors of this Folly, 
becauſe, perhaps they know no other Way of 
living, or at leaſt, no eaſier, than by making a 
Hand, and afterwards a Jelt of fuch credulous 
Idiots: However, if none frequented them, 
there could be none ſuch. I have often obſery'd 
(as I have walk'd the Streets) the Creatures 
employ'd in diſtributing the Bills, which tellg 
you where to find theſe Fortune-telling Gentry, 
and I never in my Life ſaw any of them deli- 
ver'd to a Man; but when they meet with a 
young Wench, who looks a little filly, and as 
if ſhe had a Shilling to throw away, they im- 
mediately pop her one. This 1s plain, that 
tis a Cheat, and what Men, or indeed Wo- 
men of Senſe, may eaſily ſee into; then why 
ſhould we be fo mean ſpirited as to encourage 
thoſe who take us for eaſy Fools, and by our 
own Weakneſs impoſes upon us; we ought 
rather to reſent it, and ſhew 'em, that a Wo- 
man, if ſhe knew herſelf as ſhe ſhould do, 
4 could prove, that het Underſtanding was net 
| inferior to a Man's, 


A 
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A wiſe Philoſopher bids us ſhun thoſe who 
are always whining, and complaining ; for, fays 
he, there may be Truth and Sincerity there» 
but no Peace; and, indeed, this is certain, for 
Deſpair baniſhes Peace from their Dwellings, 
reigns uncontroul'd herſelf, and is the unh-ppy 
Subject in all their Diſcourſes ; what a prodi- 
gious uneaſy Mind muſt that Perſon have, who 
is never ſatisfied? Would not any one think 
me a ſtupid Blockhead, if I refuſed a Benefit 
To-day, becauſe J am not ſure of the ſame 
again To-morrow? yet this I have known 
done. Will my dreading the Conſequences of 
a diſtant Evil, make it a bit the lighter when it 
comes ? No, rather worſe, for Grief makes us 
incapable of going thro* our Misfortunes, and 
tis common, for what we put ourſelves into ſo 
great a Fright about, never to happen at all: 
Then, is it not better to truſt to Providence, for 


Hickle Fortune will diſpoſe of us as ſhe thinks 


proper, tho' we ſhould grumble and growl for 


ever. I never knew any of theſe unſatisfied 
People, whe were not neceſſitous, nay, were 


they to have Millions, would be poor amidſt 
it all, for they'd always be in Trouble, tho 


the Reaſon were as trifling as the Death of a 


Bird, the | Sickneſs of a Cat, the Loſs of a 


Dog, or ſome ſuch like Agrievance z if a 


Friend is a Moment longer than ordinary out 


of 
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of their Sight, 'tis concluded they are either 
drowned, murdered, or diſpos'd of in ſome 
very terrible Manner; fince this Thought is {6 
diſpleaſing, can't they as well imagine, they 
have met ſome good Companion to induce their 
Stay, found a Bag of Money, or any thing 
which ſeems agreeable to their Imaginations, 
This Uneaſineſs of Temper is frequently ſeen 
in the Commonality, who are People never long 
contented with any Thing; if they have a So- 
vereign, tho' the beſt of Men, tis not in his 
Power to deal Content m any other Manner, 
than that of quitting the World to make Room 
for another. I think the Conduct of our Go. 
vernment at preſent, to be entirely Good, Juſt, 
Brave, and without Blemiſh, and yet there is 
not one in ten that woy'dn't knock all on the 
Head, who ſhould ſay ſo; and were it to be 
chang'd To-morrow would do {till the ſame, 
for, not two in a thouſand of theſe Murmurers 
are of one Opinion, and what would pleaſe 
the one, would but diſtract the other. A So; 
vereign ſhould be lov'd, fear'd, honour'd, and 
wiſh'd to have long Life, for he is our Gpar - 
dian, our Repreſcntative of that heavenly 
Power who rules us, all: His peaceful Hours 
are eternally diſturb'd for our Safety, and | he 
but ſuffers Life, whilſt we enjoy it: Let this 
is net ſufficient 5 but it is like W 
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"were all the ſame to me, be King, Queen, 
er none, for my poor Affairs hare little to do 
with the State, yet, when by Chance I fee em- 
methinks I feel a ſecret Pleaſure mix'd with 
Awe, as tho' I were compell'd by Heaven to 
love and reverence that Truſt it hath repos'd 
in Monarchy. 


The meaner Part of the World, are alſo very 
fond of Cruelty, a thing diſpleaſing to Heaven, 
and diſcovers a baſe ignoble Mind. Cowar- 
dice, Murder, Rapine, Theft, and, in ſhort, 
every Sort of Villany 1s compris'd in the cruel 
Man; nor is he fit to be truſted on any Ac- 
count, for Miichief is his Province, and is as 
delightful to him, as doing Good is to the tea- 
der hearted. It is impoſſible for a Perſon who 
is cruel to have any good Quality, for as moſt 
of us has ſome peculiar Failing, ſo Deſtruction 
is the Pleaſure, Paſtime, and chief Exerciſes 
of theſe Monſters ; if you want a Friend, never 
chuſe a cruel one, for he that would deprive an 
Animal of Life, without Neceſſity, or Provoca- 
tion, would cut your Throat on offering the 
leaſt Affront, could he do it ſafely. The 
Powers above never form'd any thing in vain ; 
and every Inſect was created for ſome Good to 
Man, tho'. the Weakneſs of our Judgment can- 
not comprehend it, therefore ſhall we dare op- 


| pole 
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poſe the mighty Will? and take away what 
we cannot reſtore, and given by his great 
Hand. I mention not this to encourage Faint- 
neis of Heart, for had I my Will, I'd be as 
bold as Alexander, merciful as Heaven ! and 
conquer the World, only to aſſure it of Hap- 
pineſs. I can't but ſay, too many of my own 
Sex are ridiculous in their Fondneſs of Ani- 
mals, this I diſapprove of, and deteſt ;' I would 
do my Duty, and no further, if nauſeous, or 
trouble ſome, let it be put out of the World in 
a manner the leaſt cruel; for twere Folly to let 
one's Peace be diſturb'd by an Animal, Heaven 
requires not that, but to ſay the Truth, we are 
often on Extreams, either to make Idols of 
Nonſenſe, or crue] Monſters of ourſelves. 


J have read one of our moſt approv'd Au- 
thors, and for ought I know, one of the beſt, 
tho' I muſt preſume to object againſt what he 
ſays, in mentioning Women, where he tells 
em of being Subjects to Fear, which he ſays, 
ſhews Cowardice, Cowardice Cruelty, and a Mind 
prone to Murder, and all manner of Vice: This 
I make bold to deny, for the Sort of Fear he 
ſpeaks of, comes by Inſtinct, nor can we often 
quell it, elſe why does the Hero, whoſe Soul 
is bent on Conqueſt, nor fears the greateſt Af. 
ſault of the Enemy, ſometimes tremble at a 

| ; O Dream, 
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Dream, a Noiſe, or Shadow. The very Beaſts, 
who underſtand not Murder, or to be cruel, can 
be frighten'd, otherwiſe, the Warrior's Steed. 
that braves the Cannon's Mouth undauntedly, 
would never fly at Night from a Puſh. Tis 
my Opinion, the Author wrote that Speech 
before he confider'd the Nature, or Formation 
of the Mind; to be ſure there is a Difference 
between the Thoughts of the Juſt and Unjuſt, 
for the one 1s continually tormented, yet the 
other, whilſt in this Life, has ſometimes 1ts 
little Fears, Startings, and other Immetions 
incident to Nature, The Reader may here 
think I have a little too much of the Woman 
in me, and countenance Fear, however, I be- 
lieve I am as little infected with that Weak- 
neſs as any; when it would be predominant, 
Reaſon baniſhes as much of it, as Nature will 
permit, and I confeſs, it can grow by being in. 
dulg d. The Practice of Cruelty is not half ſo 
prevalent amongſt the Female as the Male, yet, 
when the former is pofſeſs'd of it, they much 
out-do the latter; we fee rarely Inſtances of this, 
as ſometimes Diſappointments in Love, Slights, or 
HI Uſage, forcesſem to commit the worſt of Out- 
rages, but this is ſeldom: 80 I will treat no more 
on this Subject, only wiſh all of either Sex, ſo 
to command their Minds according to Reaſon, 
that this Evil may not teign predominate, and 
\.4 render 
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render them more contemptible than the Sa- 
vages, who only act according to their Nature, 
and Deſi gu. I know no better Rule, than that 
which orders us to do to all as we wou'd be 
done by; methinks, were they to ſollow that, 
fome of the World, and not the meaner Part 
only, would find more commendable Employ- 
ments, than that? of diſſecting Animals, forcing 
Creatures to murder each other, and many ſuch 
unmanly Exereiſes; and I fincerely believe, 
thoſe who'employ their Time thus, would fly 
as far as is the Center from the Pole, to ſhun 
an Enemy, whom they were aſſut d wou d fight 
in Ear __ | 

Revenge, is iy. enjttier Thing I cannot omit 
mentioning, by teaion, I have been accus'd with 
being an entire Votary to that Vice, tho' I pro- 
teſt, in one reſpect, they do me wrong; for, in 
my Opinion, Revenge carried beyond its juſt 
Bounds, is the worſt of Cruelty :: I oten, when 
any Perſon endeavours my Ruin, I will, in 
ſome Meaſure, purſue theirs, leaſt mine ſhould 
be compleated ; Self. preſervation requires it, as 
a Magiſtrate ſtrives to curb Vice leaſt it ſhou'd 
reign: Were we not to exert ourſelves ſome- 
times in this Caſe, we ſhould never be freed 
from lojuries, the villainous Part of the World 
would conclude us to be eaſy Fools, and make 
112 O 2 us 
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us the Tools whereby to gratify their Principles 
of Ruin and Deſtruction. If any one does me 
a good Turn, III return it, if in my Power, 
threefold ; if a bad one, I'Il be as even as poſ- 
fible, for III do no more Miſchief than what 
will keep my Enemies in Awe, and juſtify my 
ſelf; and this I think my Duty. Nor can I 
hold with thoſe artful Hypocrites, who aſſure 
us, we muſt love and do Good to our Enemies, 
this I think, is inconſiſtent with Reaſon, for 
Gratitude commands us, to value, love, and if 
we can, to ſerve our Friends; were we to ſhew 
the ſame Eſteem for Foes, twere pity we ſhou'd 
know the Difference, At this Rate, we ſhould 
be left open to all manner of Impofitions, and 
the whole World would be always plaguing 
one another; for where. no Fear dwelt, the 
wicked Man would indulge his Inclinations, 
and we ſhould but encourage all manner of 
Vice. I have been pretty obſtinate in purſuing 
Revenge, when I have been perſecuted even to 
the laſt Degree, yet I have never let it exceed 
the Provocation, and even then, have felt a 
greater Pain to injure, than in being ir jur'd, 
yet, I conſulted this, that were I not to do it, I 
might, perhaps, be depriv'd of every thing but 
Ruin. There has been ſome, and of the Fe- 
male too, who upon the bare Surmiſe of an 


Injury done em, have been ſo raſh as to vow 
cternal 
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eternal Ruin, on all Events; nor have they de- 
ſiſted, until they have accompliſh'd their De- 
fign, and for à trifling Wrong, have follow'd 
their Revenge, by diſperſing and undoing thoſe 
Families who have been the ir Benefactors, ant 
deem d moſt good ard happy. This is the In- 
ſt igation of Hell, the other moral Juſtice 3 nay, 
for a ſeeming Slight, tho? peradventure no. 
meant, have they purſued their Cruelty, "tit, 
ended in Death they have beheld with Tri- 
ymph the unfortunate bleeding. Victim. Good 
Heaven! what Inhumarity is this F may 
Principle never be infected with theſe Gal 
but fill confine itsſelf to the _ Bounds: 15 
en | 


The next, and laſt S060 1 melkenpbbg 
my Pen upon, is Friendſhip: This, by being: 
only pretended to, and abus'd, is made a Vice, 
but, in reality, is the chiefeſt of Virtues; and 
the Perſon who would attain to the true Know- 
ledge of this Bleſfing, muſt firſt be diveſfed of 
all the Follies IL have already deferib'd, other-- 
wiſe they cannot be qualified for an entire true 
Friendſhip; they are maſculine, deceitful, and 
vile Follies; Friendſhip is compos'd' of Since- 
vity, Sofineſs, gentle Goodneſs, and alF chat: 
ſweetens the Soul of the heavenly- -difpos'd: 
1 it delights in Virtue, and will be juſtz, 

O 3 becauſe: 
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becauſe it zdmires Truth and Juſtice. If my 
moſt avow'd Enemy confides in me on any Ac- 
count, III forfeit my Life e're Þ'11 betray them: 
If I cannot conform myſelf to be over-and-abore 
officious in ſerving them, their repoſing Truſt in 
me, ſhall never give me an Opportunity of u rong- 
ing, expoſing, or apply ing ſo mean a Revenge as 
Upbraiding ; yet not ſo much for their Sakes 
neither, as the Pleaſure I take in acquitting my 
ſelf with Honour to all the World. Then how 
much greater muſt my Delight be in obliging, 
and being faithful to thoſe I love and value? 
I would ſtick at nothing, that might be juſtly 
done, even to.the Forfeiture of my own Peace 
and Repoſe, to gain either for my Friend ; 
Were I to inſert the many Inſtances I have 
given of this, I ſhould but too greatly ſhew my 
Weakneſs in proclaiming my own Praiſe, and 
too juſtly expoſe the Ingratitudes of my pre- 
tended Friends. I ſhall, therefore, only wiſh 
*<m to follow my Rule, and conſult Reaſon on 
all Occaſions, which would quickly ſhew em 
how numerous are the Bleſſings of Friendſhip, 
and how much real Happineſs is loſt, by un- 
gratefully and unjuſtly abuſing the Sincerity of 
a faithful Companion : nevertheleſs, it ſhall 
ſtill be my Glory, as far as poſſible I can, to 
<ontinue and ſupport this Principle, even to 
Strangers: III behave ans to all, be defi- 
| rous 
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tous of ſerving em, and procuring their Ef. 
teem, tho” I may ſuppoſe never to behold em 
mo re; for Life is precarious, and ſhould I 
deem myſelf in no Want of a Friend To-day, a 
few Days, or Weeks more, may convey me to 
ſome diſtant Shore, or County, where this 
very Stranger may happen, thro' Gratitude; to 
ſecure me from the utmoſt Degree of Miſery 
and Misfortune ; I have even known this, for 
there are ſome who have Honeſty enough to be 
gratefal, or the World would undoubtedly be 
in a miſerable State : Were I to enumerate on 
the Ideas I have of theſe Paſſions of Friendſhip 
and Gratitude, my Theme would exceed the 
Bounds of my Pen, and prove but tireſome, te- 
dious, and diſpleafing, to thoſe Readers who 
perhaps may be Strangers to the Nicety thereof - 


Now I have finiſh'd my trifling Obſerya- 
tions, perhaps the Female Reader wou'd aſk, 
what was to be done, to prove herſelf this per- 

fet Thing I aim at, and how ſhe may obtain 
the true Senſe of Friendſhip and Sincerity.. To 
reſolve this reaſonable Queſtion, Pl conclude 
with a ſhort Character of a once loy'd reigning 
Favourite, who had Beauty, Wit, and a thou- 
fand pleaſing Virtues, to render her agreeable 
and aimable, even in the Eyes of Wiſdom, 
Had ſhe but had the few good Qualities, 1 
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think, ſhe wanted, the World might juſtly 
have excus'd the general Failings of the Sex, 
and own'd that Heaven had done enough for 
Woman, in making one fo perfect. If there 
are any who have bright Efamanda's Beauties, 
what they find defieient in her Character, let 
dem add to theirs, ſo ſhall they ſurely obtain, 
what I have often wiſh'd that Fair-one, un- 
ſhaken Happineſs in this Life, and an Immen- 
fity of Joys hereafter. 

Efamanda had Beauty without Dent, ang 
Wit without Ill-nature, 

She had Senſe without Difcretion, Judgment 
without Penetration, Wiſdom without Re- 
flection, and Art without Policy. She had 
Goodneſs without Thought, Management 
without Conduct, and Reſentment without 
Reſolution. | | 

She was an Enemy to Scandal, yet was cre- 
dulous enough to believe it, when ſhe heard 
it from another ; and to ſhew the juſt Diffe- 
rence ſhe made between Merit, and the direct 
contrary, on the firſt ſhe 1 due gif, 
and on the latter her Favours. „ 
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Occaſional Pokus. 


CHLOE'S Dream Expounded. 


A familiar Epiſtle, in the manner of 
Mr. Prior, to Miſs 1.3. 


Orgive me Chloe, tender Maid, 


If my rude Strains offend thine Ear, 
If they one Moment's Bliſs invade, 
Or tell what thou diſdain'ſt to hear. 


No Force of Charms has tun'd my Lays, 
Nor ſoft Deſire, nor ſweet Addreſs, 
Nor do J write in Chlae's Praiſe, 
Tho' every Bard her Worth confeſs. _ 
A harder Taſk, Oh! dire Event 1 
Shou'd Chloe once her Froyyns diffuſe, 
My Muſe her Zeal would ſoon repent, 
And what ſhe meant to blame, excuſe. 


To chide, ſhe comes, fair Chloe too, 
Yet don't with: Scorn the Muſe deter, 

For glaring Faults ſhe cannot ſhew,,, 
But Chloe's mortal, and may err. 


Some 
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Some ſad Miſhap, as yet unknown, 

Some Love- ſiek Qualm, or Viſit croſt, 
Some Favourite dead, or Parrot flow n, 

Or worſe, perhaps, the Lap- dog loft. 


For theſe does Chloe heave her Breaſt, 
And ſpread the Lilly o'er the Roſe; 

Her Cheeks bedew, and break her Reſt? 
Ah, no ! for greater Ills than thoſe, 


One Night, as beauteous Chbe ſlept, 
(Had Chloe then not clos'd her Eyes, 

But Love had ſtill his Vigils kept, 
Then I had ftill thought Chloe wiſe. ) 


The guardian Choir that near the Fair 
Attend her Smiles, her Slumbers bleſs, 

A while forſook their charming Cate, 
And Darkneſs veil'd the ſafe Receſs. 


As now defenceleſs Chloe hay, 

Some ſportive Demon, pleas'd to find, 
The Maid afleep, her Guards away, 
Approach'd, and thus poſſeſs'd her Mind. 

She thought ſhe faw het Strephon pale, 
For Death had riff'd all his Store, 


She view'd his Grave, ſhe heard his Knell, 
And Love, and Strephon, were no more. 


A thouſand Cupids round him ſtood, | 
Theie Pinions flagg'd, their Bows unity'd, 


His 
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His Fate they wept, their own deplor'd, 
Extinct their Power, for Strephon dy d. 


Bright Sol appear'd, and Chloe woke, 
The Slipper thrice had beat the Ground, 

The early Noiſe her Fears beſpoke, 
And Betty heard the well known Sound. 

Pert Betty, skill'd in every Art, 

Or to deceive, or to evade; 

Or ſooth the flatter'd Fair- one's Heart; 
In ſhort, a downright Chambermaid. 


Yet Chloe's Oracle was ſhe, 
Reſolves her Doubts, expounds her Tale 
Nay, oft' in ſecret o'er her Tea, 
Does more than Chloe dares reveal. 


Now Betty all thy Skill unfold, * 
On thee poor Chloe's Hope depends; 

Enough the cry'd, the Dream is told, 
And thus, or Betty lyes, portends. 


Your Strephon's Death, is Bae Rites, 
Some diſtant Fair ſhall Strephon wed ; ; 
The Grave RY happy — 
The weeping Cupids, aptly ſhew Be: 
From Cupid's Dictates Strephon ſtray'd, 
To you ſhall Strephon break his Vow, 
And Love ſhall mourn his Truth decay d. 
T7 Avert 
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Avert it Heaven! (pale Chloe ſaid, 
And down the Tears like Rivers ran,) 

Is Strephon perjur d] Truth betray d? 
Then all my flattering Hopes are gone. 


Be ſtill ye Winds, be calm ye Seas, | 
Nor boaſt your Strength o'er human Kind *. 

My Sighs, and Tears, worſe Conflicts raiſe, 
Then ſwelling Sea, or bluſtering Wind. 


For this, three Times the other Night 
T heard my Chamber Door unlock ; 

For this, did Pompey's Yells afright 
For this, inceſſant crew the Cock. 


For this, the Knives were found acroſs, 
For this, the Salt the Table ſpread ; 
And oh ! for this, ( unequall'd Loſs ! ) 
This Inſtant lies my Squirrel dead. 


Can Reaſon, Learning, all difpence 
So ſmall a Share in Chloe's Cauſe, 

That thus the Fair ſubverts her Senſe, 
And thus demeans her Maker's Laws! 


Look up, his radiant Power ſurvey, 
Trace all the Wonders of the Skies; : | 


The Eve, the Morn, the Night, the . 
So pervious to unerring Eyes. 


Then, next, thy charming Self behold, 
So ſoft, ſo ſweet, fo heavenly fair, 


2 
EN _ I 


That 
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That Love might gaze till Time grew old, 
And but expiring, praiſe forbear. 


When thou theſe Wonders right have ſcann” d, 
Let beauteous Chlze's Heart confeſs ; 
If it believes ſo great a Hand, 
Can deign to act abſurd and baſe. 


| Say Chloe, can it dare ſuppoſe 
That he who thoſe Foundations laid, 
Can meanly thus his Will diſcloſe, - ity 


To a poor canting Chamber-maid. bh 


The Thought were meer Impiety, 
Fell Superſtition's early Guide; 

Thy jarring Paſſion's Enmity, 
Thy every Ill that can betide, 


Then wake thy lull'd, lethargick Mind, 
To Wiſdom's Precepts, Reaſon's Rules; 

For theſe alon: wer't thou deſign'd, a 
Nor Tool for Knaves, nor Sport for Fock. 


Purſue, dear Girl, the glorious Way, 
And Wiſdom's Glories round thee beam; 
For whilſt in Error's Paths you ſtray, 

Thy Life's an empty, idle Dream. 


4 
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To the Same, on ber recommending 
CowLgy to me to read. 


H O' Cowley's Numbers ſweetly flow, 
And may, perhaps, my Genius fire; 

Thou more than Cowley can*it beſtow, 
A brighter Genius to inſpire. 

On thee, (believe me) whilſt I gaze, 

I need invoke no Muſes Aid, 
My Heart alone can tell my Lays, 

How they ſhou'd ſing the charming Maid. 
Wou'd Heaven in thee my Bliſs compriſe, 
By thee my richeſt Thoughts I'd dreſs, 

I'd draw Perſuaſion from thy Eyes, 

And with thy Beauties paint my Verſe. 


To the Same. 
5 T E LL me, ye Regiſters of Fate, 
Why thus my Soul with Chloe moves; 
Why I abhor whom ſhe muſt hate, 
Or why I love whom Chloe loves. 
Why when ſhe frowns, my every Joy, 
To dark Oblivion ſinks away ; 
Or why her Smiles my Cares deftroy, 
And adds new Sun-ſhine to my Day, | 


Were ſhe ( bright Nymph ) ſome Shepherd 
Then had I thought the little Loves [ Youth, 
Had bid me quit romantick Truth, 


And only doat whilſt Beauty moves. 
: | Said | 
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Said Fortune moſt compleats our Bliſs, 
And Love with that flies ſwift away; | 
That cold's the Touch, that faint's the Kiſs, 
When Wealth and Beauty both decay. 


But this is ſomething more divine, 
For tho* my Chloe's Charms ſhou'd fade, 
Her Beauty ſtill to me wou'd ſhine, 
Still I'd adore the heavenly Maid, 


Tho? Fortune ſhunn'd her every Hour, 
More dear to me wou'd Cloe prove, | 
Than if the Gods a golden Shower 
Had ſent to recompence my Love. 
"Tis Friendſhip, nobleſt of the Mind, 
*Tis that, that can this Difference make; 
The Links of that in Heaven are join'd, 
Which Time, or Fortune, ne'er can break. 


—— — 


Written in Mrs. V. —tt's Fair 


Oircaſſian, on her asking me bow 1 
lied the Poem. 


G Wee tly, indeed, he ſung Saphira's Praiſe, 
But Love and Beauty tun'd alone his Lays; 

Ah! cou'd Saphira half thy Virtues boaſt, 

The Poet's Thoughts had been in Wonder loſt. 
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To a voung Lady, who ſent me tbe firſt 
Letter ſbe ever wrote. | 


O on, dear Fair, and in each Line impart, | 


Joy to the Senſe, and Pleaſure to the 
[Heart ; 
2, nerva's Wit ſhall every Word indite, 


And her fair Hand ſhall guide your Pen to 
{ write ; 


That you, at length, in all her Arts may ſhine, 


And prove thy ſelf, as that bright Nymph, 
[ divine. 


Hail! happy Genius of the youthful Fair, 
That can ſo ſoon attain to what's ſo rare 
Thus early fought, you early find the way, 
And may you ne'er from early Wiſdom ſtrays 
But be in Virtue, as in this improv'd, 

Excell'd by none, by all, admir'd and lov'd, 


fn I" 
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** 1 r 


I 


My Farewel to Newington. 


F Arewel ſweet Newington, and all thy Trains 
Of buſy Fools, where Vice and Folly reigns 

A long Adieu to all thy flow'ry Meads, 

Thy purling Dikes, and Hogſty's cooling Shades. 

No more, alas, may I behold theſe Groves, 


Where harmleſs Pigs, in Grunts, repeat their 
Loves ; 


* 


Na 
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No more the Screach-owl's pleaſing Notes muſt 
charm _ , 
My raviſh'd Ears, from tow? ring Top of Barn. 
And muſt I leave thee, charming fair Abode, 
Thy lofty Piles, and ftately Walls of Mud; 
Where all around, , Delight and Pleaſure ſpring; 
And lovely Toads, in Cöndert, ſweetly ſing. 
Sure Jove himſelf might own it not amiſs, 
To quit the Skies for ſuch a Place as this; + 
My Mind miſgives! — it muſt be Eaden fair, 
The Spot which firſt produe'd the happy Par. 
Moſt ſure it is, and aden ſhalt thou be, - 
For Eves, and Serpents, moſt inhabit hee: 
Thy Fruits are ripe, — thy Eves are very kind, 
Thy Serpents ſubtile, — and thy Adams Blind; 
Sure ſuch a Race, will hopeful Products ſhew, 
And Eaden like, partake cf Eaden's Woe, 


8 —ͤ— — — « 
The Maiden's Wiſh. _ 


W E R E I to chuſe the greateſt Bliſs 

That bounteous Heaven cou'd give, 
Twou' d be the higheſt of my Wiſh,. 

On ſome ſweet: Plain to live. 


Obſcure from City, Park, or Play, 1 
Near Grot's where Flowers ſprings | © 
I'd hear contented all the Day 


The Thruſh, or Black-bird ſing, 2" 
mk £5 Ma ——— 
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Then, in ſome lonely, ſhady Grove, 
At Eve, the Gods implore; 
To crown thoſe Joys with him I love, 
ny who wou'd wal for more ? 


Wriete Bxtempore, in Seneca 8 Morals 


F ares with this, I'll tread the winding 
[ Maze 


Of fickle Life, n nor \Canfire mind, nor Praiſe ; 
Let F ortune ſmile, or frown, what e' er betide, 
I cannot err, whilſt Seneca's my Guide. 


F | . 9 "=" 
— » * ft... 4 — 


. ritten Extempore, on Shakeſ dert $ 


Monument, 


Elieve-me 'Shakeſpear, with Regret, 
I tell, what wou'd amaze one; 

Thou hated'ſt Fools, yet here are ſet 
A Stock of Fools to gaze on. 


To a Youth, 4 to Sea, 
1 F thou wilt go, adventrous Youth, 
May Virtue be thy Guide, | 
May ſhe, attended ſtill by Truth, 


Ol er all thy Ways preſide, 4 


oy Us 
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May gentle Fortune ever ſmile, 
And thy Endeavours crown, | 

Till noiſy Fame thy Toils beguile, 
And raiſe thee to Renown. 

So may bold Boreas blow no more, 
But Zephyr's kindly Gale 

Waft Prayers and Wiſhes from the Shore, 
Whilſt you in r ſail. | 


To a Friend, wh took it it I never 
wrote in ber Praiſe. 
* O U think, dear Girl, I'm not ſincere, 
Becauſe I write in other's Praiſe, 
And whilſt I ſcarce allow you fair, 
With them, too often, ſwell my Lays. 
Believe me, Poets know to feign, © 
And Truth in Verſe is ſeldom found; 
Shou'd I in that your Worth proclaim, 
»Twou'd be no more than empty Sound. 
But when whole Hours fix'd I gaze, 
Nor can my Eyes once brook Controul ; 
'Tis then I truly ſing your Praiſe, 
Since Looks, they ſay, convey the Soul, 
And when with fond Delight I fit, 
To hear you talk, the live long Day, 
Moſt certain, I approve your Wit, 


Or I ſhou'd never chuſe to ſtay, 


This 
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This, Sylvia, is the ſureſt Way _ 
To ſnew who moſt admires your Charms; 


For Poets mean not what they ſay, 
The hollow Drum ſounds forth Alarms. 


— — * — 8 


" 


Contentment, to a Friend. 


T' H IS ſmall Repaſt, with her J love, 
By her dear Hand thus neatly dreſs'd, 
To me is more than if great aue 
Had bid me to an heavenly Feaſt. 


When e'er ſhe fills the little Cup, 

( Tho? from the Spring ſhe brings the Treat) 
With eager Joy I drink it up, 

And Nectar ne'er was half ſo ſweet, 


The Trencher which ſhe laid herſelf, 
Tho' plain, and homely to behold, 

Is brighter than the Miſer's Pelf, 
When form'd in Plates of ſhining Gold. 


So where we love, the meaneſt Cell, 
Is Peace, is Pleaſure's rich Retreat; 


Whilſt gilded Courts, where Monarchs 
dwell, | 


Are Dungeons black, with thoſe we hate, 
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Toa Friend, on hearing ſhe was grown 
Proud. 


B Elinda once had every Charm 

That might a mighty World undo, 
Her Eyes the coldeſt Heart cou'd warm, 
Or make a perjur'd Lover true. 


And tho? the Beauties of her Frame 
Was Nature's Maſter- piece deſign'd, 

Yet theſe were Trifles, cou'd you name 
The double Beauties of her Mind. 


But fince loud Fame, with ſpreading Wing, 
Her little Soul to Pride betray'd, | 
Belinda is an empty Thing. 
And all her Beauties are decay'd. 


On her lateMajeſty's Funeral Proceſſion. 


AISE, lovely mourning © Fair, thy 
drooping Head, 
For Royal Carolina is not dead 3 _ 
She's only + hither in Proceſhon brought, 


To be with nobler Crowns, and Honours 
fraught, 


Her Highneſs Princeſs Emelia, who was thief 
Mourner. 


1 Weſtminſter- Abbey, where ſhe was crown'd 
Ver Confort of — | 


„ "Twas 
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”T was here our Britons made her fick a 


Queen, 


The greateſt Britons Sons had ever ſeen ; 


You wept not then, but ſhew'd a Face of Joy, 
Which bid the {laviſh World their Cares deſtroy. 


Then, where's the Difference now, tis thus, 
behold, 


This Crown is Glory, that before, was Gold. 


The Reflection. 


W H E N all alone the other Day, 
My anxious Heart I chid, 


And told the Sighs it wou'd convey, 
What little Good they did. 


Alas! ſaid I, poor ſenſeleſs Thing, 
Theſe Sighs are all in vain ; 

Nor does thy Strephon care one Pin, 
Tho' thou ſhoud'ſt burſt with Pain. 


Tis true, the Youth once bid thee know 
His Soul cou'd ſhare thy Lot, 

But what of that, *twas long ago, 
And Strephon has forgot. 


Strephon can now new Faces ſee, 
And each can yield Delight; 

Strephon can ſmile, nor think on thee, 
And Strephon ſleeps at Night, 


o 
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Then why ſhou'd'ſt thou alone deſpair, 
And ſpend thy Time in vain; 


Waſte Days and Nights, in fruitleſs Care, 
For ſuch a faithleſs Swain. 


Ah! ceaſe to chide, reply'd my Heart, 
Thou little know'ſt of Love ; | 

Tho' I ſhou'd pine with endleſs Smart, 
And he ungrateful prove. 


Sooner may Age be chang'd to Youth, 
Or Mountains flit in Air; 


Then can a Soul poſſeſs'd of Truth, 
Forget to be ſincere. 


* 


On Mr. Whitfield, when bis Voyage 
was binder d by the Prefs. 


RET U R N, bright Youth, to bleſs once 


more our Plains, 


And with thy Preſence cheer the drooping 
Swains, 


The angry Fates, you ſee, obſtruct your Way, 
And even Kingdoms, jarr, to force your Stay. 


Then croſs em not, but to thy Flock return, 


For well thou know'ſt, thy Abſence much 
they mourn; 


Nor leave us now, in this perplex d Eſtate, 
But ſtay, and with thy Prayers, avert our Fate. 


Twere 
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'T were meerly Folly, France or Spain to fear, 
If you remainour Guardian Angel here ; 


' Vintners again ſhall flouriſh, void of Care, 
And Hackney Coachmen reſt ſecure of Fare. 


And thou, O Kennington, above the reſt, 


So highly honour'd, more than honour'd, 
bleſs'd ; 


To thee in Tua our Heroes ſhall reſort, 
And own thy Gallows fairer than a Court. 


Tas here he proffer'd, for the publick Good, 
Freely to loſe his Freedom, or his Blood ; 
Whilſt antient Matrons Eyes with Tears ran 

| o'er, 

And ſome, who long had wept, cou'd weep no 
more, 


Then fince our Safety is thy only Aim, 
Say thoul't abide, and England's Peace proclaim: 
Oh! happy Nation I great muſt be thy Joy, 
When Gin, . can thy Cares deſtroy. 


— 


2 ů — 


Britania's Promiſe: Or, The Loyal 
Shepherd. 


Written when the War was proclaim” d againſt | 


Spain, 


AL M was the Evening, near the Cloſe of 


Day, 


Sol on the Streams had caſt his parting Ray; g 
he 


. 


N 
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The beauteous Flowers reclin'd their fleepy 


| Heads, 
And ue. and Swains, repos'd on n 
eds: 


The wakeful Nightingale flew o'er the Plain, 
To fix her Station for her nightly Strain. 


No, Midſt the Fountains, in 2 pleaſant 
Glade, 


Where bending Mountains form'd a _ 
Shade; s 4 


Sad Strephon waited Death's candies Call, 


Whilſt thus in Tears, he mourn'd his Country” $ 
Fall. 


Ah, Britain Britain! cy d the weeping 


Swain, Y 
Thy Toils are fruitleſs, fruitleſs is thy Painz 
The haughty Spaniard ſcorns ſo weak a Foe, 
Thy very Looks, proclaims thy Oveithrow. 1 


Where's now thy Generals, whoſe xiftorious 
Hand 


Repell d. thy Foes, and gave "thy Youth 
Command, 
Is 0 A now, or mighty Marlborough here, 
To ſhew. Exam ples, and thy Soldiers cheer? 


No, coward-like, unable to defend, 
Now muſt thou fight till Deſolation end. 
He cou'd no more, for Sighs had interpos d, 
The dreadful Scene his Fears at length diſclos'd 
Had rend his Breaſt, 


When 
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When in a Trice, preſented to his View,” 
A lovely Nymph, the Face he thought he knew; 
Britannia was her Name, Fame in her Hand, 
She wav'd her Scepter thrice, with this 
* Command. | 

Ceaſe Strephon, ceaſe, I charge wy ceaſe 
thy Grief, 
The Gods above have vow'd thy Land Relief ; 
England once more her Valqur ſhall retrieve, 
And Laws again to mighty Kingdoms give. 

TO Marlborough is deceas'd, and O- 7s 
a 7 
Let not with them thy valiant Hopes lie dead: 
Here's Frederich, William, and a thouſand more, 
Can do again, what has been done before. 


Great George's Reign, ſucceGful {till ſhall 


prove, 


Renown'd for Conqueſts, as tis bleſs'd with 
Love. 


The be benighted S bepberd, A FABLE, 


A Shepherd once. had loft his Way, 
And by a Grotto chanc'd to ſtray; 


A Grot he ne'er had ſeen before, 

Which rais'd his Wonder, more, and more: 
He view'd the Shades, and Fountains too, 
And ſwore 'twas beautiful, and new: 


* 
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What Trees are here, what lovely Springs! 
Here's Meat for Gods, and Drink for Kings! 
Then down he fits him on the Ground, 4 
Admir'd the Hills, and Vallies round; 
The Proſpect ſo engag'd his Heart. 
He ne'er remember'd to depart : 
At length, to make my Story ſhort, 
Came Night, and ſpoil'd the Shepherd's Sport: 
The frighted Youth beheld the Gloom, 
And ſeem'd to bode ſome fatal Doom; | 
He curs'd the Scene that charm'd his Stay, 
And mourn'd, in Tears, his long Delay. 
Ah! ſimple Swain, what have I done, 
I ſhou'd have ſought my peaceful Home : 
Now I, unthinking, filly, Spark, 
Muſt grope, and grovel, in the Dark: 
Perhaps lie mangled on the Ground, 
Or in ſome naſty Ditch be drown'd. 

The M O R A L. 

Thus fooliſh Mortals, waſte their Days, N 
On gilded Toys, deludet gaze; | 
Trace oer each ſinful, vain Delight, 
For now tis Day, *twill n er be Night; 
Till in ſome dreadful ſuddeg ſort 
Comes meagre Death, and, ſpoils the Sport... 
'Tis then they view the diſmal Gloom, 
Expect their juſt deſerved Doom; N 

| Q 2 Bewail 


l 
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Bewail in Tears, their loſt Eſtate, f 
Proclaim thcir Error, when too late : 

And as the ſimple Swain has done, 

Wiſh they had ſought their peaceful Home. 


8 8 8 —— 


— * 


Look before you Leap, A FABLE, 
A 8 by the Sea a Shepherd ſtray'd, 
Who long had lov'd a faithleſs Maid; 
And now grown. weary of his Life, 
Concludes to in, and end the Strife. 
High on a Rock, he mounts with Speed, 
A Rock, well plac'd for ſuch a Deed; 
From whence, prepar'd himſelf to throw 
To feaſt the gaping Fiſh below. 
He poſts him near the very Brink, 
Can face grim Death, and never ſhrink 
Ah! farewel Chloe, cry'd the Swain, 
I'll ſigh no more for thy Diſdain, 
Yet when I'm gone, you'll weep too late, 
A wretched Shepberd's loſt Eſtate. | 
Then on his bended Knees he falls, 
And next, to Heaven for Mercy calls: 
Now, baving nothing more to do, = 
He haſtes his Purpoſe to purſue ; 4 
But ere he takes the fatal Step, 4 
Refolves to look, before he'll leap. — 
Then down he caſts his mournful Eyes, | | 
Beholds the Gulph withraſt Surprize; 5 


1 1 ii. ct. 
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The dreadful Sight ſoon eas'd his Pain, 
And down the Rock he crawls again. 
No, Chloe, no, tſhall ne'er be ſaid, 
That in that Gulph lies Strephon dead: 
Thy perjur'd Sex ſhall never boaſt, 
So true a Swain, fo idly loſt ; 
I'll home, and feed my Father's Cows, . 
Secure my Flocks, and mind my Floughs | * 
And if in Love, again I fall, 
Another Time ſhall finiſh all. 


The MORAT. 


Thus oft? on ſome great Purpoſe bent, 
We ſteer our Courſe, with Mind intent: 
Nor think we on the Galph below, 

In which our laſting Peace we throw. 
Now, if, as did the wary Swain, 
We'd ſtop to view the boundleſs Main; : 
What mighty Ills, might we eſcape 

By looking thus before we leap. 


| 


that. tt and... * —— 


The Moralizing Roo. A F AAL x. 


A Youth ſat fiſhing by a Brook, 
Nigh, on a Tiee, an ancient Rook 


Who long had harbour'd there ſecure, 
And now, of Life, and Lodging fure. 


Ty: +: 
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As grave as Owl, as Woodcock wile, 
Down on the Shepherd fix'd her Eyes, 0 
And thus began to moralize. 

Ah! Swain, ſaid ſhe, thy Looks are fair, 
Yet thy Intent! is to enſnare: | 
How calm's thy Brow, how ſweet thy Smile ; 
Yet Death's thy Purpoſe all the while, 

Falſe Man, for all things ill deſign'd, 

So you go on, thro? every Kind; 

No Trap ſo vile, but thou can'ſt ſet; 

And all is Fiſh, that comes to Net; 

How bleſs'd am I, thus ſafe to be 
From thy deceitful Hook, and thee. 
She ſcarce had ſaid, when the young Swain 
Pull'd forth his Line, to fling again; 
Whenin its Way, the dangerous Hook, 
Lit on the Tree, and catch'd the Rook : : 
And dying now, ſhe finds too late, 

The thoughtleſs Error prov'd her Fate. 
Ah! Fool, cry'd ſhe, why ſtaid I here, 
When I beheld a Foe ſo near; 


Te ſome lone Shade, ſhou'd I have fled, 


Where wicked Shepherds never tread. | 

All Birds, henceforth be warn'd by me, * 
And fly whene er a Man you ſee; 
Nor whilſt you muſe on others Woes, 
Believe yourſelves ſecure from Foes ; 


Leaſt you like me, your Error find, | 


And fill the Snare for them deſiga'd. 
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So, when ſome cringing Foe is nigh, 
Swift, as is Lightning, ſhou'd we fly ; 
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For moſt he charms, who moſt beguiles, 


And Death lies often hid in Smiles. 


—_—_— 
—_— 
* 


The Dream, A F ABI x. 
1 N antient Times, as Sages tell, 

Sylvia, and Collin, both did dwell 
Together in a ſhady Grove, 
A fit Retreat for Peace and Love. 
Their Dwelling ſuited their Intent, 
Which ne'er was for Ambition beat ; 
And all young Collm wiſh'd in Life, 
Was juſt to live, and pleaſe his Wife, 
The lovely She, as Venus fair, 
Indulg'd her Swain, with Soul ſincere; 
Nor was ſhe taught (as others do,) 
Unlawful Pleaſures to purſue. 
Nor envy'd ſhe a higher State, | 
For to be good, to her was great 1 
A fertile Spot, was their Support, 
To which the Swain did oft” reſort; 8 
To watch his Fruits, and plant his Flow'rs, 
And, in Induſtry, waſte his Hours. 
One fatal Day, amongſt the reſt, #311 20.4 
For ever fix'd in Collin's Breaſt z 
As to avoid the. ſultry Heat, 
Within a Shade he choſe a Seat 3 | 
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And on his Hand his Head reclin'd, 
An idle Dream poſſeſs'd his Mind: 
He thought he ſaw his Sylvia dreſs'd, 
In Rabes of Silk, and of the beft. 
A Train of Courtiers by her Side, 
And thus a grave Diviner cry'd; 
Riſe, Collin, riſe, to Court repair, 
Thou ſhalt be made a Monarch there, 
Thy Sylvia too, a Queen ſhall be, 
And Syuia ſure is dear to thee : 
Ay, that, quoth Coll. you need not doubt; 
Then rubs his Eyes, and ſtares about. 
Methinks, fays he, this Dream is ftrange ; 
I'm ſure, I wou'dn't wiſh to change 
My happy State, a King to be, 
And yet my Sylvia's dear to me. 
So ſaid the Sage, it muſt be ſo, 
And ſince it muſt, to Court I'Il go; 
For ſure for lovely Sylvia's Sake, 
A greater Taſk I'd undertake. 
Then up he ſtarts, and ſwift as Wind, 
He poſts, ahd leaves his Spouſe behind ; 
But found at length, the great Event, 
Was to return juſt as he went : | 
His little Spot unguarded lay, _ = 
His Fruits, and Flow'rs, were ſtoll'n away: ; 
And fretting now, his Hands he wrings, C |; | 
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Aſſures em, Dreams are idle Things, 
Which may make Slaves, but never Kings. 
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So, tempted by ſome dreaming Scheme, 
Or Words as idle as a Dreamz _ - ._ +7 
We quit our Peace, and oft”, repair, 
To ſeek for Caſtles — in the Air : 
Till thus deceiv'd, at leng'h we find, 


That _— are Dreams, and Words are 
n. 
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The Roſe and Pops. AFa BL . 


A Lovely Roſe, of beauteous Hue, 
Once in a ſpacious Garden grew; 

A Poppy near, which oft had feen * 

The ſtately Flower's haughty Mein; A 

With Envy fir'd, repuls'd her Pride, 

And thus, in ſcornful Tauntings cry'd 3 

Vain, filly Raſe, you little know, _ 

Your Beauty works your Overthrow : | 

For when your curious Maſter's drefe'd, . } 

He'll pluck thee, to adorn his Breaſt; 

Where, ere the Sun is ſet, you'll fade, | 

And all your Beauties be decay'd. 

Then, from his Breaſt, the careleſs Swain, 

Will fling his Roſe; with cold Diſdain; 

There trodden under Foot you'll lie, 

Your Charms forgot, unheeded die. 


So 
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So on thy Beauty ne er depend, 
Since with the Day, its Date may end; - wW 
Whilſt I, who ne'er cou'd boaſt a Charm, 
May reſt ſecure from future Harm : 

By none admir'd, by none I'm ſought. 
But you by all, by all are caught, 


The M ORAL. 
Thus, ſimple Women, whilſt admir'd, 


By Praiſe made vain, Ambition fir'd; * | 

Thinks Fortune's Stores, for them deſign'd 3, 

But ne'er conſiders, Fortune's blind: 14 

Till, like a Flower, their Bloom decay d, 

They on ſome Traytor's Boſom fade: Y 

Then, thrown from thence, to ruin run, 

And She moſt fair, is moſt undone, I 

GS 4 | ( 

On REASON. 

O Reaſon ! faithful Guide to Peace, | 

How: few are rul'd by thee : i 
How ſoon might every Diſcord ceaſe, 
Wer' t thou alone to be 


The happy Monarch, whoſe Commun; 
Might all our Actions ſway, 

Whoſe gentle Check, whoſe tender Hand, 
The Rougheſt might obey. 


C 
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No dire Oppreſſion, from afar, 
Wou'd wreck the Subjects Breaſt ; 

No courtly Broils, or needleſs War, 
Wou'd break the Soldier's Reft. 

Religion's pure, unſpotted Law, 
( The ſordid Prelates Tool ; 
- To keep the Rebel Crew in awe, 
And cloak the biggot Fool ) 

Wou'd then, in brighteſt, Colours ſhine, 
Reliev'd from black Deceit ; 

The harden'd Atheiſt, turn Divine, 
And Prieſts forget to cheat ; 

No more the Wretched's Cry in vain 
Wou'd reach the Miſer's Door; 

No more the Great wou'd Laws maintain 
To rob th' unhappy Poor ; 

No more wou'd Innocence betray'd, 
Of Injuries complain; 

No more wou'd ſigh the conſtant Maid, 
For the ungrateful Swain 3 

No more wou'd Cruelty be choughe 
A Sacrifice Divine; 
No more wou'd impious Men be brought 
To kneel at Satan's Shrine; 

No more wou'd the avaritious Knave, 
Betray his Friend for Gold ; 

For thou coud'ſt tell him, in the Grave, 
There's nothing bought, or ſold, 


And 
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To ſortify thy Heart. 
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And tho' that long ill - gotten Gold 
May feaſt his Sight to Day, 

May not To- morrow's Sun behold, 
Himſelf to Worms a Prey ? 
What's then, miſtaken Man ! this Wealth, 
Of which thou mak'ſt thy Boaſt; 
Will that from Death procure thee oO 
Or fave the Soul it loſt, 
Ah! no, that Judge, ſevere, yet juſt ; 
Nor Words, nor Bribe, can charm, 
Thy blameleſs Life, thy Virtues, muſt 
Alone his Rage diſarm. 
Wou'd'ſt thou ſuch endleſs Riches gain, 
As never can decay ; 
Ambition's powerful Charm diſdain, 
That ſhort liv'd Winter's Day 
And to be great, be good and wiſe, 
Be merciful, and brave; 
Do not the Widows Tears deſpiſe, 
Or triumph o'er the Slave : 
For tho? thou mighty art this Hour; 
A Time at length may be, 


When thoſe: thou ſcorn'ſt, will mock thy 


Power, 
And be more fam'd than thee, 
Ahl think on this, and be no more, 
The horrid Thing thou art; 
But all thy Guardian's Aid implore 
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Then, us a Knight in Virtue's Cauſe, 
And faithful to thy Truſt ; 

Wou'd'ſt thou conſult but Reaſon's Laws, 
They'd teach thee to be juſt. 

For where ſo e'er ſhe doth reſide, 

Immortal Crowns are given ; | 

May ſhe be ever C——t's Guide, 
And point her Way to Heaven. 


. 
1 1 


The Quiver; Or, Cupid' Proper 
A TALE. 


N E AR toa Place of antient F ame; 
I think, St. Catherine's is its Name: 4 
There ſtands a Hill, on that a Court; 
W here Loves, and Graces, oft” reſort 
To pals a tedious Hour away, 
And midſt the Female Beauties ſtray 3 
For you muſt know, in Times of old, 
This Court was fam'd for beauteous Mold : 
O! may it ſtill, in Times to come, 
Produce the beſt, in Criſtendum: 
Here, little Cupid ( wanton Boy) 
Loſt on a Day, his darling Toy, 
A Golden Quiver, full of Darts ; 
He'd lately drawn from bleeding Hearts, 
Full well he knew, the ſubtle Sex 
Created only to perplex ; 
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Wou'd ne'er again the Prize return, 

But joy to ſee poor Cupid mourn : 

Unleſs, by Stratagem he ſpy*d 

The Cheat too plain to be deny'd. 

Juſt at the Entrance of the Gate, 

There ſtands a little cloſe Retreat; 
Obſcure from any vulgar Eye, 

Yet Cupid mark'd it, paſſing by ; 
Hither, the Fair-one's often came 

Ta talk of Churchmen, Love, or Fame ; 
And tell Miſs Betty, what at Night, 

In Dreams had yielded moſt Delight ; 
The cunning Urchin, juſtly thought, 
The Quiver might be thither brought; 
For. Goflips love, you know, to tell, 
When ought that's new, have them befel. 
Pleas'd with the Scheme, he enter'd in, 
Reſolv'd to watch the Girls unſeen ; 

And Gods unſeen do often go, 

To Ladies Chambers, to and fro ; 
Perch'd on the Knob of Betty's Chair, 

( The only Place for one to hear ) OY 
Faſt fat the God, nor budg'd, nor ſpoke, 
When ſerious Sall, firſt Silence broke; 
Bleſs us ! ſaid ſhe, tis ſomewhat ſtrange, 
Tis almoſt Six, and yet no Change, . 
Searce had ſhe ſaid, when in came three, | 
As odd old Maids, as you ſhall ſee ; 


Siſters 


* 
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Siſters by Birth, and Calling too, 

Three hopeful Weeds, as ever grew: 
Witneſs, the many Nights, and Days, 
They ſpend in ſounding Whitfield's Praiſe, 
B--t H——t ſprightly, young, and gay, 
- Blyth as a Bird in flowery May, 

Next paſling by, ſteps in to ſee 

Who plays at Cards, or who drinks Tea; 
With ſmiling Face, and Looks ſerene, 
The Emblems of her Soul within; 
Looks, never form'd to hide a Cheat, 

As free from Care, as from Deceit; 
Cloſe after her, with nimble Pace, 
Deceitful Smile, and ſallow Face, 

Prim B—h comes, to none ſincere; 

A pert, conceited, thoughtle's Fair; 

Her chief Profeſſion, is, you know, 

* Wiſdom, -and Learning, to beſtow : 
Of both ſo liberal, filly Elf, 

She ne'er keeps any for herſelf. 

II B——h too, a married ſhe, 

Fail'd not to head the Company; 

A Goſſip true, as e er cou'd cant, 

An Hypocrite, as e' er look'd Saint; 

Her early Thoughts ſhe fix d on Men, 
Yet trifles ſtill, like Girls of Ten; 


* This Perſon was a School Mifireſs. 
R 2 With 
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With ſome, not worthy to rehearſe, 
Whoſe very Names, wou'd ſpoil my Verſe : 
Seated they were, and fix'd in Chat, 

Of idle Stories, this, and that; 
Scandals were undeſerv'dly rais'd, 

Many were cenſur'd, few were prais'd, 

By one, a Secret long conceal'd, 

To Bet in Whiſpers, is reveal'd, 

Another prates of Mode, and Dreſs, 

And each, her way, her Thoughts confeſs; | 
But not one Word about the Quiver, | 
Did any Mortal once deliver. 

Difcourſe at length was almoſt ended, 

And anxious Capid's Hopes ſuſpended ; 
hen deck'd in Beauty's Pomp, appeat'd 
The brighteſt Ny mph that e'er endear'd ; 

So ſweet her Face, ſo ſoft her Air, 

She's faireſt deem'd, where all arg fair: 
The trembling Boy beholds her come, 
And fears to meet a fatal Doom ; 

Thinking at firſt, *t had been his Mother, 
For ſcarce you'd know the one from t'other : 
But when approach'd to nearer View, 
His dear Maria, well he knew ; 

And ſaw his Quiver on her Breaſt, 

A Place, where only Gods ſhou'd reſt. 
Perplex'd, that ſhe, whom moſt he lov'd, 
His direſt Enemy had prov'd ; 


F ˙ ²òXQ oi ET,” >. JB mn, = mw _ 


He 


* 
— 
— 


Occaſional PO EMS. 185 
He dropt his Bow, and with a Sigh, | 
Cry'd tell me Charmer, tell me why, 
Thy faithful Slave ſo long I've been, 
So oft' avow'd thee Beauty's Queen, 
Yet thus rewarded, ary at laſt, 
For all my tender Service paſt ; 
Was it for this, the other Day, 
When by your Side, I wing'd my Way ; 
I made the Beaux in Crowds admire, 
And on the * Wharf, ſet all'on Fire. 
Ingrateful Girl, relieve my Pain, 
Return that Quiver back again ; 
Which on thy ſnowy Boſom lies, | 
And Tears have drawn from Cupid's Eyes. 
The Nymph furpriz'd, thus bluſhing faid, 
Prithee excuſe a harmleſs Maid ; | 
Upon my Word, I knew it noe, 
Nor how your Quiver thither got : 
Except, when playing with my Hair, 
To ftring your Bow, you dropt it there 
I boaſt.no Pride in wounding Hearts, 
Or ever wiſh'd for Cupid's Darts. 
Be Peace, and Wiſdom, only mine, 


Your Quiver freely I refign : 


* Tower Wharf, a Place where the young 
Inbabitants of that Neighbourhood generally take: 
their Evening's Walk. 
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He bow'd, and clapp'd his Wings for Joy, 
O! happy Cupid, proſperous Boy ! 

O 1 doubly happy, be the Fair, 

That thus have eas'd thy anxious Care; 

Then hovering o'er her lovely Head, 

He, ere he flew, prophetick faid ; 

Since Peace, and Wiſdom's thy Requeſt, 

Of all Defires, ſure the beſt ! 

That thou ſhalt ſeek, nor ſeek in vain, 

For thou ſhalt every Wiſh obtain : 

Virtue, Sincerity, and Truth, 

Shall be thy Guides, and learn thy Youth, 
For theſe, are Wiſdom's darling Friends, 
And won't deceive for private Ends : 

But teach thy Soul ſuch lively Joy, 

As Death, or Fate, can ne'er deſtroy. 

So, when old Time thy Form ſhall fade, 
And outward Beauties be decay d; 

Even Foes, (if Foes you have) ſhall ſay, 
That Nymph has Charms, which can't decay : 
He ſtopp'd, then carelefs took his Flight, 
In Yenus's Arms to ſpend the Night; 

And left the frighted Crew to gaze, 
Struck dumb by Wonder, in a Maze; j 
Till each with Envy, droop'd her Head, | 
Bid Bet good Night, and ſneak'd to Bed. 
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20 Cloe. 


A thro' the fond admiring Croud, 
Gay Cloe trip'd a long; 

And Courtier like, fair Smiles beſtow'd, 
To ſooth the wiſhing Throng. 


Stay Cloe, -- ſtay, -- Cried out the Love, 
That always tends the Fair ; 

If e'er thy Heart ſhou'd ceaſe to rove, 

I prithee, fix it there, 


Midſt that bright Croud, there ſtands a Youth, 
Well known to Love and Fame; 

In whoſe great Soul, thy ſelf and Truth, 

Co- equal Partners reign. 


No ſenſual Hope, or vain Deſire 

Of being talk'd thy Slave; 

No ſhort-liv'd Flame, which ſoon expire, 
As ſated Bliſs deprave. 


When Art, and Beauty, pleaſe no more, 
And even I've reſign'd; | 

That Senſe that prais'd the Face before, 
Will till adore the Mind. 


Ha !--fay'ft thou !-- Cupid !--tell me who? 
In Rapture anſwer'd She | 
Strephon approach'd,-- the Boy withdrew, 


And ſoftly cried--'tis he. 
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To a Young Lady who deſir d me to 


write ſome Lines on the Pleaſure 
ſhe found in à lonely Rural Retire- 
ment, 


Glnce your Requeſt, my favourite Fair, 
My feeble Muſe infpire ; 

Attend,--forgive,--or if ſhe dare 

A nobler Fate deſire ; 


Weigh light her Faults,--and ſmiling ſay, 
-- The Piece was well defign'd ; 

And tho' you can't approve the Lay, 

At leaſt--accept the Mind, 


Oh! cou'd my Senſe ſuch Proſpects ſcan, 
As Wiſdom's Force cou'd give; 

In ſpight of Art's unfiniſh'd Plan, 

My matchleſs Theme ſhou'd live. 


My Verſe ſhou'd with my Wiſhes ſoar, 
To thee new Temples raiſe ; 

Till Senſe and Art cou'd charm no more, 
And Time grew Deaf with Praiſe. 


But we, to humbler Views confin'd, 
No lofty Summits boaſt ; 

No healing Dews,--no ſoothing Wind, 
To cheer our barren Coaſt. 
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The ſhallow Streams that ſwells my Muſe, 
Receives no friendly Shower ; 
The ſplendid Train their Gems refuſe, 
To dreſs her empty Bower, 


No Strength her poor Foundations fix, 
No Day her Night ſucceeds ; 

And balmy Sweets diſdain to mix 

A midſt her taſtleſs Weeds. 


Then, fay--can we thy Praiſes ſing ? 
And, yet, we boldly dare, 

To greet thee Empreſs of the Spring, 
More ſweet,--and twice as fair, 


Oh ! ever happy ! ever gay ! 

May all thy Moments prove 

May all thy Years be flow'ry May, 
Adorn'd with blooming Love. 


May thorny Brakes of fading Care, 

Be rooted from thy Plains; 

And may thy Shepherds be fincere, 

As is thy Poet's Strains. 

Shou'd gilded Pomp thy Peace invade, 
Or noify Shew intrude; 

May till thy Thoughts be humble Shade, 
And heavenly Solitude, 


May Joy, and Truth, inſpir' d by thoſe, 
Thy Soul's Companions be; 


Or, if a Third ſhou'd interpoſe, 
Ah! let it--Love--be me. 5 


* 
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On ſeeing a Leaf blown to and fro by 
the Wind, which at length reſted 


on the Author's Boſom. 


AO, buſy Emblem of the Fair, 
To Delia's Breaſt thy Flight purſue ; 
Go,---tell her---you reſemble her, 
As light, ---as worthleſs,---and untrue. 


Tell her,---like thee, with ev'ry Blaſt, 
Her gee-gaw Friendſhips come and go ; 
Too ſmall to ſtrike,---too weak to laſt, 
A giddy,--airy,--empty Show. 


Go,--tell her this, and bid her ſee, 

How pale thou look'ſt ſince yeſter day; 
Falſe Delia's Bloom ſhall change like thee, 
As unlamented;--fade away, 


Thus,--with a Breath I thee remove, 
Thou little Ape of ſenſeleſs Youth ; 
So blown to Air be Delia's Love, 
Her brittle Vows,--and faded Truth. 


— 


On Delia and Silvia, 


W Hen e' er I view bright Delia's Form, 

In Wonder loſt, I trembling gaze; 
Her Checks ſurpaſs the bluſhing Morn, 
Her Eyes the Sun's inferior Rays, 
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As faithful Souls to Altars go. 

With ſacred Awe,--I ſlowly move; 

Like them,--inceſſant Praiſe beſtow, _ 
Like them,--adore that Heav'n of Love ! 


But when I'm abſent from the Fair, 
The weak Idea ſwittly flies, 

And leaves my Breaſt as free as Air, 
The Poiſon only catch'd the Eyes. 

But when by Silvia's Side I fit, 

Soft Rapture glows in ev'ry Vein ; 
Like Light'ning darts her keener Wit, 
And bids my Soul her Worth proclaim. 


Tho' Silvia every Charm cou'd boaſt, 
By Venus form'd,--for Love defign'd ; 
The Beauties all to me were loſt, 
In greater Beauties, -- S:lvia's Mind. 
So, tho' I'm abſent from the Fair, 
Her wond'rous Worth can ne*er depart z ' 
My lovely Silvia's always near, 
I wear her Virtues in my Heart. 


To a Lady, who having a Cold in her 
Eye, wore a Piece of Silk over it. 
AS by his fav'rite Flavia's Side, 
Enamour'd Cupid ſmiling ſtood, 
Survey'd the Nymph in all her Pride, 
And view'd the fond admiring Crowd. 
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Each Glance ſhe gave,--each heaving Breaſt 
Proclaim'd the wretched Youth's undone ; 
Nay,--cv'n Beaux, - the Force confeſt, 

And vainly ſtrove their Fate to ſhun, 


Now, --cried the Boy, -= too late I've found, 
Why Beauty's Queen neglected lies; 
Why Cupia's Darts have fail'd to wound, 
Tho' Swains in Number, hourly dies. 

To me- no more their Vows they pay, 
No more my empty Shrine adore ; 

To Flavia's Eyes their Wounds they lay, 
Of Flavia's Eyes, the Balm implore. 
Ah, cruel Fair] reverſe the Doom, 

Nor let Love's God defire in vain ; 

He dealt thee Power ; thus to aſſume 
Imperial Sway, uſurps his Reign. 

Good natur'd Flavia,--free as Air, 

Nor Foe to Love, —or ſoft Deſire; 

Aſſur'd the God, ſhe'd frankly ſhare, 
And draw a Veil o'er half the Fire. 


Forbear, bright Nymph, --both Stars diſplay, 
Nor let the Sun his Luftre looſe ; 

While they decline, refulgent Day, 

But half his Lights o'er. Heaven diffuſe. * 


Since what they wound thy Charms can heal, 


The Pains may gladly be endur'd ; 
And, who wou'd not worſe Tortüres feel, 


To be fo ſweetly, fweetly cur'd. 


Cupid's 
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Cupid's Randle. 4 Tale.” _ 


6 PID mlay'd Truant on a Day, = of 

And to fair Landon wing'd his Way, 
Where, like a Thief, about the Town, 
He ſkulk'd in Corners up and down, 
In Fear, leaſt ſome malicious Fair 22 
Should know the God of Love was there ; 
And to revenge the Loſs of Hearts, 
Secure himſelf, or elſe his Darts: 
A Whim at length came in his Head. 
As Cupid oft' has Whims, *tisfaid'3- + | 
A cringing Courtier he appears, "ror © 
And ſtraight to Court the Ideot ſteers; | 
But, tho' diſguis'd; they knew his race. * 
And Love at Court cou'd get no * 
Diſmay'd at this, away he hies 
An antient Structure he eſp ies 
IWV:Aminfter-Hall it chanc'd to be, | 
Where honeſt Lawyers take a Feez © 
A Council here he ſtiles himſelf, > Uo 5 
In hopes to paum the Client's Pei; 
But douce a ſingle Souce got he; — . 
For Love and Law cou'd neter agree: 
A Dactor next, he boaſts his Arts 
The only Cure for wounded Heart: 
But not a Patient cou'd be found * 
The People's Hearts were ſafe and ſound. 

8 At 
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At length to Drury goes the Lad, 

And whe'd-go there, that wasn't mad? 
Where Vice in every Place abound, 
Where Friend to Love was never found; 
Where foul Deſire, and Hope of Gain, 
Is all the Honour they maintain: 
However, tho' he this fore ſaw, 

Neceſſity has now no Law; 

To pretty Sally he applies, 

He view'd good Nature in her Eyes; 

Her Page, or Lackey, fain he'd be, 

To fetch her Spark,--or make her Tea: 


Oh ! may fair Venus never know, 
Her wretched Son has ſtoop'd ſo low; 


From her bright Palace,--froward Imp! 

To Drury-lane to be a Pimp. | 

But here his Schemes were laid aſide, 

For Sally ne' er cou'd Love abide : 

She ken'd the God,--fly cunning Jade, 

And fear'd his Stay ſhou'd ſpoil her Trade. 

Since here no Succour cou'd be found, 

He ſtroll'd the Countries round and round; 

At length he ſpy'd an humble Cell, 

Perchance, ſaid he, Love here —_ dwell ; 

Then at the Portret rap'd aloud, + 

And as he enter'd bluſh'd, and bow'd ; | 

For none he. e'er had ſeen before, | 

 Compar'd wich her who, nur the Door; 
dns De Act n nen 170% Bk, 
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Tho? plain her Dreſs, her Looks were ſweet, 
So Innocence and Virtue meet. 

Hail, heav'nly Dwelling ! Cupid cried, _ 
Where ſuch unbounded Bliſs abide ; * * ; 
Then, on his Knees--Bright Maid, ſaid hes, c 
Behold, the God of Love you ſee ; 

Nor can Diſguiſe, or Fear of Harms, 
 Conceal me from thy matchleſs Charms. 
And art thou Cupid, ſaid the Maid, 1 
Who has ſo many Hearts betray'd ? ' . 
Wound not ſo poor a Breaſt as mine, 
As yet no Vot'ry to thy Shrine; 140 
Ah! fear thee not,--here let me ſtay, 

Pl throw my pois'nous Darts away 
PI burn my Quiver,--break my Bow 1 A. 
For Love can n2er-be Virtue's F. 
The Nymph conſented, - -in he went 
And to this Moment finds Contene; 
When cer his Mother looks awry, - 04 A1. 
To this fair Cottage doth he fly; 


Hid in the Down of Nancy's Breaſt. 
Of more, and greater Joys poſſeſt, Leia? 
Than were he in the gilded Train, 


Or Monarch o'er the World to reign ; , 
Sweet Nancy's Eyes are now his Darts, 
With them alone he conquers Hearts. 


WAS | 8 WT” | The 
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The WISH, 
W IT H Thoughts diſturb'd,- -perplex'd 


TI xove, | 
Nor fill'd with Jealouſy, nor Love; 
Nor care I what attznds the Great, 
Or do I wiſh for Pomp, or State. 
And Wealth to me's an idle Toy, 
What every Blockhead may enjoy. 


All I deſire's an humble Cell, 

Where Peace and Truth, unenvy'd dwell ; 
Retir'd from Crowds of buſy Fools, 

That break my Reſt, or ſpoil my Rules, 
And like their ancient Sire, the Devil, 

Are ſtill ꝓrojecting ſome new Exil. 

With this ſame Cottage, bounteous Heay*n ! 
Let ſome ſmall Competence be given, 
Juſt to ſubliſt,--and nothing more, 
But as they ſay,--Keep Hf from Door. 
And if the Sum of all you'd ſend, 
Some kind Companion, faithful Friend, 
With whom alone to ſpend my Days, 
To whom alone to tune my Lays ; 
Then if a Grief enflav'd my Mind, 

The careful Friend a Cure ſhou'd find; 
Or if a Joy o'erflow'd my Breaſt, 
Partook by both, *twou'd be increas'd. 4 
I» | ut 
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But fince ſo hard it is to find, 
A Spark of Truth in human kind, 2th 
I'll hope not that, -- but gladly be 
Content with ſweet Philoſophy ; 
To that I'll fing, to, that I'll talk, _ 
With that I'll ſleep, with that I'll Tak ; * 
Or if in Doubts I wander o'er N 1 
A thouſand Paths untrod before, 5 6 | 
Pl! aſk of Seneca my ne 
Nor, if he guides mes fear to fray. " * * 
Grant me but this, ye Powers divine, 5 24 
And all that you can give, were 8 1101 


Ao si: tate Ente wort 
1 — » — — 


1 


On being deſired to deſcribe * auer 
State of two Loverr. 


INERVA, gentle Goddeſs, aid my Pens. 
Inſpire my e wich Energy di- 
vine, a Det od'f 
So like thy own, that in each Like may. flow, 
Beauty, and Wit, ſoft Eloquence, and Love; 
For ſure ſuch Merit as I wou'd deſcribe, 
Cou'd ne'er be known to any Fair but thee... ! 
If. Verſe, that pleaſing Sound, yields: mat 
Delight, 
O, teach me, how in Verſe to charm the Soul, 
Till that dear Pair, of whom I'd ever ſing, 
8 3 Liſtens 
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Liſtens, -- my aging, ſeems to 
_--* 

I hav'n't done em Wrong. 

Methinks, I hear the Goddek thus reply, 

Incens'd reply,--Vain, filly Girl, forbear ; 

Nor thus preſumptiouſly thy Hand prepare 

To write their Praiſe. 


As ſome bad Painter, whoſe unſkilful Art, 
Nor can attract the Eyes, or glad the Heart 3 
Tho? once that Beauty which he meant to 


draw, 
Perhaps had kept the Roman World in Awe ; 


Now form'd by him,-- theſe ſallow Cheeks, that 

| Eye, 

Is undiftinguiſh'd, paſt repardlef by.: 

So wou'd thy feeble Mufe their Worth re- 
hearſe, | 

And by thy Want of Skill, make merit leſs, 

Couꝰ dſt thou deſcribe the bliſsful State above, 

The Angel's Meekneſs,--and the Maker's 

Ln! 

The Sun's s bright Truth, the conſtant Streams 
that flow, 

From rocky Summits to the Vales below ; 3 

The tender Friendſhips of thoſe Guardian 
— 

Who o'er the Ways of pious Men preſides; 

K | The 
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The ſweeteſt Peace that virtuous Minds poſ- 
ſeſs, | 


Nor ſhock'd by Time,--nor made by avg 
lefs : 


Cou'dft thou do this, as ſure no Mortal can, 
Then might you fhew this Nymph, and hap- 
py Man. 


— — 


On a Country Lady. 


Bſcure from City Toils, and courtly Pride, 
Near Sylvan Scenes, where bubl'ing Wa- 
ters glide, | 

Where ſmall Birds ſing, and tender Lambking 
play, 

Where Innocence and Pleaſure paſſes Time 
away: ; 

There, free from Cares, fave only love-ſick 
Smart, 

Reigns charming Molly, Queen of every Heart; 

The fair One ne' er in ſhining Courts have 
been, 

Nor the polite enſnaring World has ſeen, 

Yet ſhe has Virtue, Wit, and Beauty ſtore, 

And what can Courts, or Cities boaſt of more. 


On 
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0 the Death of a young Lady. 


Cruel Death ! How fatal was thy Dart, 
To plunge ſo deep in ſuch a tender Heart; 
Sure Clee's Beauty might have charm'd hy 
Breaſt, | f 
To've let her live to make her Lovers bleſt ;. 
Or did it charm indeed, and thou haſt meant, 
To keep unto thyſelf that lovely Saint? 
Or did thy Envy curs'd the fair One ſee, 
So. fear'd her Eyes ſhou'd conquer more than 
_ -: thee, . 


The RE SO LV E. 


A from my Breaſt, the other Day, 

My Strephon's Name I drew, 
Who cou'd my Heart, ſaid I, ſurvey, 
The ſame might plainly view. 


I took my Pen, · thus boldly 1 

I'll here eraſe the Name, 

Then read my Heart, and found the Choke” 
Had blotted there the ſame. | 


0 On 
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On two Siſters. 


Mertz! 18 pretty, 
And Betiy is I 


Melly is aukward, 
And Betty's genteel. | 
Too feign'd a Reſervedneh deccives you in 
Molly, 
But Betty without Affectation is . 
Melly can ſmile, 
And an Artiſt beguile, 
For her Heart and her Tongue but ſeldom 
agree, 
But Betty's Beh: Viour in every kind Action, 
Declares that her innocent Heart is as free. 
Mzll's fair Looks ſhe but lends with her Fa- 
vours, 
Whilſt Betty with Freedom beſtows * em on , 
Moliy too greatly eſteems her ſmall Beauty, 
And prizes thoſe Eyes that were made for her 
Fall. q 
'Tis true, ſhe has Charms enough bra Liver, 
Who wiſhes his Miſtreſs in Bed may be kind, 
Yet had ſhe as many as Art can diſcover, . 
My Choice ſhou'd be Betty, her peru 
her 1 


True 
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| True Love. 


HEN abſent from Collin, 
No Joy can I find; 
Dejected in Perſon, 
Uneaſy in Mind ; 
Nor Mirth, Shew, nor Palace, 


Can render me Eaſe, 
But whilſt with my Collin, 
A Dungeon can x pleaſe. 


— 


On 3 ad, why I prais'd a Pi 
Jon whom 1 knew had Faults. 


8 I L V TA has Crimes,--her buſyFoes re- 
bearſe, 
That ſhe has Crimes, we know, -nay, muſt | 
confeſs, 
And ſhew me now that Fair can boaſt of leſs. 


Silvia, has Merits too, deſerving Praiſe, 

And Merits, that the Crimes by far out- 
welghs ; 

The too, too partial World, is blind to theſe. _ 


Cou'd ſhe commit what Thought can ne'er 
deviſe, 


The Faults I'd blame,--yet, Kill, the Merits 
* ze. 


INCO N. 
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INGONST ANCY 


[ Wonder not than like a Swan, 
Great Jove deſcended from above ; 
For had £ God appear'd a Man, 


Perhaps the Nymph had ſcorn'd his Love. 


So much to change is Woman prone, 
The neweſt Face ſecures her Heart ; 
Nor could ſhe long admire her own, . . 
Did Nature nor give Place to Art. 


To-day in Strephon's Arms is ſeen, 2 
She who to-morrow flies the Swain; 
So ſince the World begun they've been, 


So till it ends, will they remain. 
> — — dw 
] | FORTUNE, 

RE LIEVE me, Fortune is a Cheat, 
) And whom ſhe favours moſt to-day, | 


; Tho? counted wiſe ; nay, good and great, 
To-morrow is each Blockhead's Prey: 
Such Ups and Downs attend her Reign, 
Her largeſt Gifts oft Ruin brings ; 
Nor does ſhe leave the humble Swain 
s * from Cares, or ſpares. ſhe Kings. 
"af Then 
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Then none but Ideots wou'd attend, 

Her fickle Courts, chere Herrors dwell ; 
Give me, ye Gods! a faithful Friend, 
And I'll defy her; in a Cell. 


— — — — 


The Happy Cob ler. A Fable. 


A Cobler who in Town had been, 
And many Ups and Downs had ſeen; 
Knew what was ſaid, and what was done, 
And who had Wit, and who had none ; 
Grown wiſer ſtill, at length he ſpies, 
That one Man's Fall's the other's Riſe ; 
That foul Ambition Faction brings, 
To rear up Knaves, and pull down Kings: 
Pleas'd with his Fate, he hugs himſelf, 
From Envy free, whilſt free from Pelf. 
He dreads no Robbers in the Night, 
No Loſs of Wealth his Dreams afright; 
Ambition ne'er enſlaves his Breaſt, 
The loweſt Seat's the ſafeſt Reſt; 
He climbs no higher than his Stall, 
The greater Height, the greater Fall; 
No States are levell'd at his Crown, {3 
No Plots are laid to pull him down: 
For why, --ſays he, -I, happy Man, 
Can be no lower than L am; 


And 
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And greater than a King is he, 
That thus can live, and think like me. 


le es a. . 3 of. 1 . * c DOE Lan 
— au 

p F 

* 


Written extempore under 4 Bunch of 
Shamarocks (otherwiſe call'd, Three 


Faces under a Hood) on St. Parrick:s 
Day. 


Ehold the Saint, by juſt Dea dt Fats” 

From little Cauſes, wond'rous Truths re- 
late; i 

See this, he cries, - hence know, Hibernia's 


kind, 
Has ſeveral Faces to one Body join d. 


7 —ů — 


On the preſent Troubles, 


HO meagre Eavy with a rancour'd Soul, 
Shall view my Britons Arms with Con- 
queſt crown'd, 


Tho' Rome ſhall 1 mourn he Force me can't 
-controu] 1101 NI 1% will 
And wiſh her Aude Stracku res — Ground; 


Still ſhall her juſter Cauſe, ſupremely great! 
F 4 Bigot's N and en Guile 
defeats | * * 1 — 17 
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＋ + WW 1201 A 
= 


> « & 


2 Oecs god Por r 


A 80 NG. 


AS Callin and Delia one Moon-ſhiny Night, 
Briſk over the Meadows trip'd gayly along) , 

The Goddeſs beltiended the an her 

ice r 

And the Nightingdle our d the Nymph ith 

2 Song. 


The ſoft playing Zephyrs breath'd Odours 

more ſweet, 

"Than the Vales of Arabia had ever poſſeſt; ; 

And the lillywhite Dazies ſprung under her 
Feet, 

As ambitious to vye with the Snow on her 
Breaſt. 


Withdraw, fickle Miſtreſs, thy moe borrow'd 
Light, 

We lack but thy Aid when my Delia's away; 

In plain native Beauty ſhe ſparkles more bright, 

Than thy ſelf, or thy Brother, proud God of 
the-Day. 


Away, filly Nightingale, n thy Throat, 
You heard not my Delia, how ſweetly ſheifung 3 
What Lark, Thruſh, or Blackbird, can equal 
his Note, 

To the ſoft killing Muſick: that dwells on her 


Tongue? r 
A Fig 
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A Fig for thy W hiteneſs, thou vain little Flower, 
We gaze not on Trifles when Delia is here, 
Thy poor fading Beauties are gone in an Hour, 
But thoſe of my Drlia's are freſh all the Vear. 


And thou buſy Zephyrus, thou too may ſt re- 

1 

We want not thy Odours our Joys to com- 
pleat ; 

One Kiſs from my Delia more Raptures. in- 
ſpire, 

Than thee, or thy Woodbines, tho" never ſo- 


ſweet. . 
— — — 
. The Deſpairing Nymph. 
E A R me ſome Power, to Windfor 5 ſhady 
The Scene b. Monarchs, Gods; andShepbent's 
ves; 


perhaps the Swain who has my Heart betray 4d, 5 
Is there careſſing ſome more happy Maid. 


Happy indeed! the favourid Nymph may be, 


Fairer, nay, richer too, than wretched me; 
Tho? gilded Charms unwary Youths purſue, 
Gay Windſor n&er cou'd dunn 2 Nymph ſo- 
true; 
My conſtant Heart can jealous Fel remove, 
And what I Want in a ray in Toke, 
| "TE g D But 


— 
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But if thoſe Shades denies a Maid Relief, 
And 'my Love's Abſence, ſtill augments 4 


Grief; 


With my laſt Breath III thee repeat bis 6 


Name, 
Then, like Lodma, weep me to a stream, 
And Tribute pay with her to flowing 


Thame. 


__— 


” WI K F4 4 — 1 Sh + — 8 — 
— —_— — 4 ” 


To a Frined, Ft a DEL 


N vain you ſtrive to act a cruel Part, 
Your gentle Looks betray your tender 
Heart; 
Thoſe harmleſs” n can ne er * Soul 
kit 2 diſguiſe, I 9113? 21 1. 
The kind Tock arklesi in your r Eyed! 
Oh, matchleſs Goodneſs! ſo allied to Heav'n, 
We butoffend—in hopes to be r n 


— 


3 1 n LY 1 


Viaros anon ron. 4 fl Arlt. T 


V Irtue and Fe ortune, met one - Day, 
And Virtue thus began the F ray; 
Thou blind miſguided Monſter, wby 
Am I forſaken, forc'd to fly 4 
To lonely Shades to hide my Head. 


Whilſt Knaves and N in Foce are fed? 
Fortune 
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Fortune reply'd, —Ceaſe, Virtue, ceaſe, _ 

Thy Tongue's ſo blunt, it cannot pleaſe, 
Thy Words and Acts, are both ſo plain, 
Thou'lt ne'er gain ought--except-thy Name. 


209. 


——— 


—c 


On the Thaw of the late Great Froſt, 
in 1740, 
We? like thyſelf, ſweet Thames ow 
beldly on, 

The dreadful Foe who ſop'd, thy Courſe is 
gone; | 

Gone to ſome diſtant — to reign PERRY f 
Where _ Sols, nor Springs Inſolts are 

re: 
Now, uncontroul'd, fe o'er thy Boſom ſend. 
The plenteous Stores, ot on which our —_— 
gdaeepend ;. 
Thy long afflicted Chabong now raleves | 
And with thy wonted Smiles, their Smiles re 


trieve: 


gm gn 


So may*ff thou ever roll, N filver Thames 
Thee, * Britan, both exempt from 


hains. 


FRIENDSHIP- | 
Riendſhip !--compos'd of Nothing * the 


F Name, 


Thou ſeeming Good, that do all Ills contain; 3. 
T3 Bx 


W ++ — 
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By Knaves contriv'd, to make their Plottings 
ſure, 


Who boaſt of Frienſhi--Friendiipy- ill 
allure. 


Great Int'reſt bears alone the ſubtle Sway, 
In Sight of that--true Friendſhip flies away : 
If golden Friendſhips can encreaſe their Store, 


Oh! how they'll friend it? till you friend no 
more : 


How _ Friendſhips reach the friendleſs 
OOTr. 5 


Won't thou be happy, learn thee to be) 


wiſe, 


Truſt not in Friendſhip, all her Arts deſpiſe, > 


The World's betray d thro' Friendſhip's fair 
Diſguiſe ; 


With me reſolve, and never want a F riend, 
In none confide,—and do on none depend ; * 
I find none falfe,—for I in none believ d, 
And never truſting, ne' er can be deceiv'd. 


Simile, to a Friend. 


A by a pleaſant River's Side, 
One Night I chanc'd to rove; 

To ſee the Cryſtal Waters glide, 

And meditate on Love. 
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The little Fiſh in harmleſs Thy | 
The glaſſy Surface ſkim; © © 
Nor envy Kings, leſs Great than theyy , 
Whilſt wantonly they ſwim. 7 


Twas then I ſigh'd, and thought on there... 
Unhappy, lovely Fair, | 

Cou'dſt thou thy own Reſemblance ſee, 
You'd juſtly know it there. 


Thus you, regardleſs of your F. ate, | 

The tempting Way purſue; _ a 
At length you'll meet the treacherous Bait, | 
And Ruin muſt enſue. 


* 


FY ai. 
— — — — 
- 


Toa Gentlewien, nod0rerete d Ir Prat 
of bis My Arg. 


Bere me, Strephon, when I fay, _ 
'Twere vain to write of Mira's Praiſe, 
Mira is witty, young, and gay, 
And Mira ſings, and Mira plays. 
Yet Mira is a Woman ſtill 1 © 
I long have found, and ſo will uu. 
That, let the Sex ſay what they will, 
But few, alas, were ever true. By 


Then, what's a Face, a Shape, o or Air? 
Ly; in Animals we ſee; 
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If Mira's Soul is not ſincere, -p4 
Her Form's a worthleſs Lump.—to me. 


_ 
* 


— — — — — 
* 
13 


To the Same. 
FYE, Strepben, fye, too filly Swain, 
Are all theſe. Tears for Mira ſhed. ? 


Do'ft thus in fruitleſs Griefs complain, 
And pale thy Cheeks cauſe hers are red? 


Haſt thou not oft been heard to ſay, G 
You knew the Sex, and none were true? 
Then why ſhou'dſt thus thy ſelf diſmay, _ 
Tho? Calin is prefer'd to you? 


, 
» 
——— 2 © wv { 
- 


Beſides, Revenge will ſoon o'ertake © 
The Youth who now enjoys her Charms; 
For ſhe'll 'To-morrow'him forfake, 
And yield her to Amintor's Arms. 


4 4 


The Happy Life. 


ITH thee, contented, cuu'dTI ever dwelt, 
Fix'd to ſome Cottage, or ſome lonely 


W 
Cell, 


That lonely Cell, wou'd dearer be to me, 

Than gilded Palaces, depriv'd of thee. 

Pd envy not the Courtier's ſlothful Eaſe, - 
My chief Delight ſhou'd daily be to pleaſe ; - 

iT Happy 
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_ at Night, if you approv'd my Toit, 
Arid doubly rewarded by a Smile. 


Cou'd thoſe above, on Earth ſuch Bliſs beſtow, 
Inhabit there, who wou'd, —I'd live below. 


3 3 * 


n. 


To the Same. 


MI GH TI with thee, my future Moments 
ſpend, 

Thou charming Lover, -thou i improving Friend; 

With thee, my Reſidue of Life run o'er, 


And lag in melancholy Paths no more. 


In thoſe ſweet Shades, in thy dear Arms I'd lie, 


Contented live,—nor diſcontented die ; 
Thy lively Wit ſhou'd every Senſe improve, 
And make my Joys extenſive as my Love. 


Theſe Shades alone, my pleaſing Bounds 


ſhou'd be, 
Forall things elſe, ſhou'd be comprie'd 3 in thee; 


With thee each Seene, more _— hl woud 


K 1 grow, 77410 
And R—d Hill look green, mn Winter 8 
e Snow. 5 34 


. s 4 . „ * 
* 9 1 1 — n——_ 


— — 


l 1 7 5 Sleep. 
N vain wou'd Fate endeavour to divide 


A Heart from yours, which Heaven to 
yours have tied; 1 
or 
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Nor cruel Abſence can appear my Foe, 
For ſtill I'm with thee, whereſoe'er. you go. 


My conſtant Soul at Evening to thee ſties, 
Regardleſs how its helpleſs Priſon lies; 


Views all thy Beauties, wanders o'er thy 
Charms, 
And reaps a thouſand Bliſſes in thy Arms. 


Guards all thy Slumbers.with aſſiduous Care, 
And boaſts itſelf thy better Angel there; 
Clings * thy Neck, —to thy ſoft Boſom 
; es, | 
And on thy Lips diſſolves in melting Sighs. 


— — 


To Delia. 


WH EN firſt 1 fought to-know my Due 
Mind, 


I thought her witty, innocent, and kind; 

Sincere, and plain, from, Affectation free, 

Her Words and 1 n way d by 
ug Modeſty. 1 2 

void of Reſtraint, yet nice in all ber Ways, 

Ta Cenſure flow, but laviſh in ber Praiſe _ 

Strict in her Honour, ſteady in her Love, 

A Foe to Pride, and good as thoſe above. 

Endearing to her Friends, true to her Truſt; 


To all obliging, and ta Wr I N 


But 


Occaſional Por . 215 
But found at length, I knew than this no more, 


That ſhe was falſe,--which Hundreds knew 


* 
* — 
— ————_—_———_— __ TT — — — — ——  — 
—— 


To the Same. 
H often Delia, have I ſaid, 


A Woman once was true; 
And whilſt I other's Crimes diſplay'd, 
Fix'd all their Good on you. 


Too ſoon deceiv'd, 1 thought you ſo, 
Nay, thought you ſv alone; 

Till prov'd Experience let me know, 
The Sex was all in one. 


For thou can't ſmile, —deceitful Smile! 
When moſt you wou'd betray ; 

Can fawn, can flatter, can beguile, 
Can love,—about a Day. 


Can barter Friendſhip for a Toy, 
And each new Face adore ; 

Can charm, like Syrent, to drr 
And what can all do more, 


— 


To ET ron 
A does the Sun, you ſhine alike on all, 
Nor one peculiar Influence lets fall; 


The 


— 
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The Witty, Fair, the Homely, Proud, and 


Vain, 


Your languid Smiles, with equal Share obtain, 


Then, who wou'd wiſh to liye on that kind 
eaſt, 


Where every Fool by turns may be careſs't ? 
No, let me rather thus diſtinguiſh'd be, 
Spare once thy Smiles,-and caſt aFrown on me, 


li. . 1 3 »» 


A FAREWEL. 


long Farewel, —- ſince we muſt part, 
Accept this laſt Adieu; 


Vet, be aſſur'd, the faithful Heart 
Shall ſtill remain with you. 


True as the Soul of Conſtancy, 2 g 
And juſt, as e'er was Friend * ä 
Who wou'dn't fawn thro” F. allacy ; ; 

Or flatter for an End. 


Tho? Time and Abſence, can employ 
The never wearied Eye, þ 
Still in my Mind, will I enjoy __ 
A Form that ne'er can die. 


Thy dear Idea, beſt below d, 

Is there for ever plac'd; | | 

Which ne'er ſhall be by Time remoy'd, | 
Or Objects new, defac e. 5 ö 
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To a young Lady, who bad is no —_ 


Quality herſelf, yet frequently fo na 
Faults in ber ds 010121 OO 


W HEN pretty Nancy views E Hom 
Glaſs, 


The „ Charms, which new adorn. her, 
* 


Full of her ſelf, and prompt by vain Deſire; 8 

Reſolves to go, and ſet the World on Fire. 7 

Fatal Reſolve unbappy Swain beware, 

For Nancy ſwears, he'll. not, one 60 
„ 

No not the P—n, at his pious Prayer; It 

And ſure the Nymph can never fail Sdeceß, 


Whoſe e can with ſuch. Nigenefs: 

Whoſe Soul diſdains what homely Nature gave, 

And ſcorns to be to Honour*'s Rules à Stave ; 

No virtuous Thoughts: e Nees 1 
Bteaſt, % 

And plain Sincerity's a vulgar Teſt; 

Her noble Mind abhors, the Name * Friend, 

Yet ſhe can flatter,—for a private End 


And whilſt her Words with ſeeming Kindneſs 
nieate, © 


Can cenſure thoſe who moſt deſerves her Praiſe, 
O happy Genius! which, ſo, well can proye 
In one. affe cted Air, Deceit and Love; 

U Enchant- 


lock 
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Enchanting Tongue l thou Engine of her 
Wit, 


Which ne*er lay ſtill, and ne er was tired yet: 
The Prude to thee may all her Craft reſign, 
And the Coquet may own her Talent thine. 
Let other Maids in native Beanties ſhine, 
Perfect as Venus, - or as Heay'n divine: ; 
Nancy's refiniſh'd Form, from nicer Art, 


mm I Ig Image on each Ploughman's 


Go on, bright Fair, nor let pale Envy ſay, 
You ruled the Chariot, only for a Day; ; | 
Fire every Heart with your attraQive Charms, 
And boldly take each Shepherd to your Arms; 
Then all ſhall own (who &er repeats your 


Name) 


The Nymph had Kindneſs, ena] to their 
Flame. 


1 
— — 
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Pritten on Se. Valentine's Day, or a 
Gentleman to ſend his Mi 11. 


S does the Ray 
Of chearful Day 
All other Rays oppoſe, 
So pretty Bi, 
Does all outvye, 
Where & er the Fair-one goes. 


Midſt 


- 


Midſt the Reſort 
Of S—ad Court, 
1 ſolemnly declare, 
There's not one Lafs, 
Can her furpaſs, _ | 
Nor yet with her compare. 
The blooming Roſe 
Its Sweets diſcloſe, 
Both on her Lips and : 
The happy Few 
Who ſips that Dew, 
Muſt certainly be bleſt. 
The Virgin Zone 
Of her alone, 
Whom mighty Mars enki; 
Was ne'er ſo neat, 
Or fo compleat, 
As is her flender Waiſt. 
To ſee her walk, 
And hear the Talk 
Of each admiring Youth ; 
Oh, how their Praiſe 
My Wonder raiſe, 
Tho' well I know tis Truth, 
One vows ſhe's fair, 
Another dare 
But faintly wiſh her his; 
U 2 
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a2 ae Pons 
A third admires,-' + le 


"Rb { + 


A fourth expires, - 

In fad Platonick . Blifs. 

And why ſhou'd I, 

My Charmer, die, 
Nor dare to tell my Pair; 
Since bounteous Heaven 
Your Worth has given, 

But to repay your Swain. 
Then prithee Miſs, 

Remember this, 

*Twas for your Sake atone, 

I early roſe, 

Put on my Cloaths, 

And writ this Hand unknown; 


To Jet you know - | 


*Tis even To, | 

My Heart L muft relay, . 
And that I'll be 
Sincere to thee, 

My pretty. Valentine.. 
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